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WOMAN AND ARTIST 



I 

FRENCH AND ENGLISH HOMES 

The English, whose knowledge of France con- 
sists in a fair acquaintance of that part of Paris 
lying between the Madeleine and the Faubourg 
Montmartre, affirm that family life is unknown on 
our side of the Channel, putting forward as proof 
the fact that the French language cannot boast of 
possessing the word home^ that appeals so strongly 
to the British heart. Their conclusion is sublime : 
since the French have no such word, they say, it 
is very evident that they have not the thing. As 
to the word itself, I am inclined to think they 
may be right ; we have not, or rather we have no 
longer, a perfect equivalent for the English ex- 
pression, as our pretty word foyer is only used in 
pretentious or poetical language. In ordinary 
conversation the Frenchman does not refer to his 
foyer. II rentre d la tnaison^ chez lui. M. Perri- 
chon, alone, returns to his foyer. Our old French 
possessed an equivalent for the English word 
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WOMAN AND ARTIST 

home. It was a substantive that is still with us, 
but we have it to-day in the form of a preposition 
— ^I mean the word chez^ which is no other than 
the word case. The Frenchman of olden times 
said : "yi? ventre en chez mot'* 

But enough of philology. 

I own that an apartment on the fifth floor, au 
dessus de V entresol^ would not suggest to the heart 
what the home does to every English mind. But 
the piquancy and humor of this malevolent criti- 
cism, founded, like all international prejudices, 
on the most crass ignorance and the narrowest 
patriotism, consists in the fact, that in all parts of 
London, at the present time, enormous barracks 
of eight and ten. stories, called flats, are being 
raised, where the English, tired of the tyranny of 
domestics, seek refuge, at the terrible risk of lik- 
ening to Chicago, not only that part of. the city 
devoted to business, but all the pretty, peaceful 
neighborhoods, that made London, in summer, 
the most charming city in the world. They of- 
fend the eye, even in St. John's Wood and Hamp- 
stead, etc. 

True, we have quite near Paris, Ville-d'Avray, 
Fontenay-sous-Bois, Enghien, Meudon, Bellevue, 
and I do not know how many more delightful 
places ; but they are suburbs, and not rus in 
urbe^ like Chelsea, St. John's Wood, Hampstead, 
and many others practically in the heart of 
London. 

France, completely absorbed by Paris in all 
that is written about her in foreign countries, is 



FRENCH AND ENGLISH HOMES 

as unknown of the English people as the forbid- 
den land of Thibet. Provincial France (where all 
enjoy the possession of homes, English fashion, 
plm gayety), the laborious and thrifty population 
of our villages (who are the fortune and salvation 
of France), our family life (narrow, exclusive, nay 
almost mean, I own it, but made up , of love and 
devotion) — all these are a sealed letter to our 
neighbors over the Channel, of which a goodly 
number still hallow the venerable joke, that the 
French live on frogs and snails. For that matter, 
there are also in France a great many people 
perfectly convinced that an Englishman, tired of 
his wife, may with impunity go and sell her at 
Smithfield Market. We are quits. As we travel 
far less than the English, it is not surprising that 
we should know them still less than they know 
us. We cannot throw stones at them. In the 
utter ignorance of what exists and takes place in 
foreign countries, there are few nations to which 
France cannot give points 



II 

THE HOUS£ IN ELM AVENUE 

Of all the rustic neighborhoods bordering on 
London city, there is none pfettier, fresher, and 
more verdant than St. John's Wood. It is the 
refuge of workers in search of light, air, and tran- 
quillity. Painters, sculptors, writers, journalists, 
actors, and musicians — in fact, the majority of the 
highest intellectual Bohemia— inhabit these semi- 
rural acres, lying between Regent's Park and 
Hampstead Heath. Among the leafy haunts of 
St. John's Wood, numberless masterpieces have 
been produced by writers and artists whose fame 
has rung through the world. It is there, in short, 
that chiefly congregates the artistic intelligence of 
London. If you doubt my testimony on this 
point, apply direct for further particulars to the 
inhabitants of this favored district. 

No. 50 Elm Avenue, St. John's Wood, did not 
attract the gaze of the passer-by. Walled around 
and almost hidden by large trees, the house, which 
could be seen through the iron gates, was a mod- 
est, unpretentious, two-storied structure. On the 
ground-floor it was traversed by a long vestibule. 
Those who had been privileged to enter it knew 
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THE HOUSE IN ELM AVENUE 

that there was a long drawing-room and boudoir 
on one side, and, on the other, a spacious dining- 
room, and a library with a French window and 
steps leading down to a beautiful garden sur- 
rounded by spreading elms and chestnut - trees. 
On the outside, glossy ivy with gnarled stems 
mantled the lower part of the house, and in au- 
tumn bold Virginia-creepers hung wreaths of scar- 
let around the chamber windows. At the side of 
the house, with the door opening on the adjacent 
street, stood a building with high north window, 
which indicated that the house was the abode of 
an artist. In this spacious, well-lit studio worked 
Philip Grantham, A.R.A. 

The house was furnished with great taste; 
everything spoke of that comfort which the 
English value before luxury. A thousand and 
one little details told of an artistic woman's hand 
reigning supreme in the little domain, and one 
left the house feeling, " these people are happy 
and evidently well-off ; there may be artists who 
vegetate, but Philip Grantham is not one of 
them." The garden was admirably kept, the 
lawn smooth and soft as a Turkey carpet to the 
foot ; and when the sun filtered through the trees 
to the grass, you could imagine yourself in the 
depths of the country, instead of near the centre 
of a great city. 

The studio was a favorite room of the Grant- 
hams. Loving care had been expended upon it, 
and the result was a worker's paradise that in- 
vited to lofty labors and cosey conversation, Dora 

5 



WOMAN AND ARTIST 

Grantham was her husband's comrade in art, and 
all the leisure that was hers, after seeing well to her 
household, was spent at Philip's side. The studio 
was more than comfortable — it was even luxuri- 
ous, with its beautiful Renaissance mantel-piece 
of carved oak, its rich Oriental rugs and curtains 
and hanging Eastern lamps. All these gave an 
atmosphere of restful, dreamy ease to the place ; 
and the fresh flowers that in all seasons filled the 
rare porcelain vases struck a note of gayety 
among the sombreness of the old oak furniture. 
A thousand curios from all the ends of the earth 
had been accumulated in this beloved apartment, 
and here, too, stood Dora's Pleyel piano and Phil- 
ip's bookcase of precious volumes on art, all richly 
bound. A huge screen, gay with Eastern embroid- 
eries, hid the door that opened into the road ; and 
in this veritable nest, nothing reminded of a 
hustling and bustling world outside. In summer, 
through the open door that led into the garden, 
one got a delicious vista of green foliage and turf. 
In the centre of the studio stood two easels 
of almost equal size, and when I have told you 
that ^t these two easels, placed side by side, 
quite near each other, worked Philip and Dora, 
you will rightly understand that this studio had 
not been so fitted up to serve as a mere work- 
shop, but that all its details had been suggested 
by the love of two kindred artistic spirits, who 
adored each other and passed most of their time 
there in loving rivalry and mutual encourage- 
ment 
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THE HOUSE IN ELM AVENUE 

Dora had such respect for the studio that she 
never entered it except dressed in some color 
that harmonized with the carpets and hangings 
and the rest of the furniture. To speak truly, 
this was not a difficult matter. Tall, dark, superb 
in figure and in face, her lips perhaps a trifle 
haughty in repose, but instantly softened by the 
lightness of her frank, gay smiles, which disclosed 
her little, even, white teeth ; with dark hazel eyes 
through which you seemed to look into her soul 
as through two open doors ; with a smooth, fresh, 
and clear complexion — almost all colors became 
her. Philip admired his wife in every separate 
color of the rainbow, but he had his preferences 
as a painter. He loved best for her certain crim- 
sons and deep tones of orange and of Gobelin 
blue ; and, as one must never run counter to the 
fads of an artist, it was generally in one of these 
tints that Dora dressed, when she wanted Philip 
to surpass himself at his painting. 

At the time when this story begins, which is 
but one of yesterday, Philip was thirty-six and 
Dora twenty- seven. They had been six years 
married, and possessed a lovely little girl of five, 
so full of dainty grace and childish fascination, 
that when Philip was showing a new picture to 
a friend, and watching out of the corner of his 
eye to see if his work was being admired, as 
often as not the friend would say, " Ah, yes ! 
that is a fine creation, a beautiful picture; but 
there," indicating the lovely child. " is your chef- 
d'cmvr^ — nothing can match her." And as in 
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Philip's nature the parent outweighed the paint- 
er, he would proudly smile and reply, " You are 
right." 

Philip and Dora had begun their married life 
in the most modest fashion, but fortune had 
smiled on them. Each year the painter had be- 
come better known and valued, and his pictures 
more sought after. To-day he was not only well- 
known, but almost celebrated. Every succeeding 
year had deepened the sincere and strong love 
of these two lovers and friends, who led a calm, 
sweet existence, and trod, side by side, a flowered 
path, under a cloudless sky, with hope, glad labor, 
honor, and security as companions on the road. 

I think I have said enough to convince the 
reader that if there existed a happy little corner 
of the world, it was No. 50 Elm Avenue, St. John's 
Wood. 



Ill 

THE PORTRAIT 

On the loth of May, 1897, that is to say on the 
sixth anniversary of Philip's marriage with Dora, 
he had promised to present her with a portrait of 
herself. The picture was all but finished. Only 
a painter would have noticed that it wanted a few 
more touches to complete it. 

Hobbs, a faithful servant, who had been Dora's 
nurse in her old home, and had followed her to 
St. John's Wood when she had married, was dust- 
ing the studio, and gazing with admiring eyes at 
the portrait of Dora, which seemed to smile at 
her from her master's easel. 

** Only a few flowers to put in," said the good 
woman, " and the picture will be finished. I have 
watched it for weeks. How wonderful it is ! 
Just her beautiful face and kind smile. And to 
think that there are people who pay hundreds of 
pounds to have their portrait painted. How lucky 
a lady is to be the wife of a painter — she can get 
hers for nothing !" 

She was interrupted in her reflections by a ring 
and a double knock at the studio door. Hobbs 
ran to answer the postman, and returned immedi- 
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ately, bearing in her hand a box from which some 
magnificent pansies were escaping. She had great 
difficulty in extracting the flowers from the badly 
crushed box. 

" Pansies," said she, " for the portrait, no doubt 
— models for copying. If I were the wife of a 
painter, that is the only kind of model I would 
allow my husband to paint — from nature. Fancy 
women coming to a studio and undressing before 
a man ! — the hussies ! I am glad there are no 
such creatures wanted here." 

It is necessary to be an artist, or at any rate of 
an artistic nature, to understand that it is possi- 
ble to regard a perfectly nude model with as much 
sang-froid and respect as one would a statue ; but 
the English middle class have not the artistic 
nature, and in the eyes of a good ordinary woman 
a female model is a lost creature, and the artist 
who studies and draws her an abandoned man. 
England produces something very humorous: 
this is the prudish model, who comes to an artist's 
studio, refuses at first, hesitates long, and finally 
offers to pose in tights. Better still. A French 
painter in New York was doing the portrait of a 
beautiful American woman in evening dress. 
When the head and shoulders were finished, the 
pretty American declared that she was too busy 
to pose any longer, and suggested that the picture 
might be completed from a model of her own 
height and figure, who could wear her gown. The 
painter agreed, but had the greatest difficulty in 
finding a model who would consent to exhibit her 
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THE PORTRAIT 

charms, as the society lady of the United States 
had done freely and iraperturbably. 

Hobbs did not let her indignation get the better 
of her, and, consoling herself with the thought 
that " the creatures" were not wanted here, finished 
dusting the studio, and then, gathering up the pan- 
sies, took them to her mistress. 

It was ten o'clock. Philip had not yet come to 
the studio. He usually began working at nine 
o'clock, and went on steadily until one, so as to 
profit fully by the best of the light that London 
puts at the disposition of an artist. Hobbs was 
astonished that her master was not yet at work, 
especially as she knew iie had promised Dora to 
finish her portrait by the loth of May. She herself 
had told her so. She began making conjectures, 
when a loud ringing at the studio door aroused 
her from her reverie. 

She returned in a few moments, followed by a 
young man about twenty-five, tall and distin- 
guished-looking, with a pleasant face, whom she 
had often seen in the house. 

" This way, please, sir," said she, showing him 
into the studio ; " master hasn't come down yet, 
but I am sure he won't be long. I will go and 
tell him you are here." 

Hobbs knew that M. de Lussac was a friend, 
and not one of those inconvenient people who 
bore artists by going to their studios and talk- 
ing inanities to them about their work. Be- 
sides, she had a list of the people whom Philip 
received at any time. And she went immc- 
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diately to inform her master of M. de Lussac's 
arrival. 

Georges de Lussac was an attache at the 
French Embassy in London. The manly beauty 
of his face and figure, his good spirits, elegant 
manners, and easy wit, added to the lustre of his 
name, made him one of the favorites of London 
society. No ball, dinner, or house -party was 
quite complete without him, the most sought-after 
man in the most aristocratic circles. He was a 
favorite with artists, whose works he well knew 
how to appreciate, and welcomed in literary soci- 
ety, owing to his brilliant conversational powers. 
These also gained for him the admiration of so- 
ciety women, who were fascinated by his soft, 
insinuating voice. There are legions of women 
who admire first in a man — a well -cut coat, an 
intelligent and handsome face, with a slightly 
cynical smile which seems so little in earnest that 
they say to themselves, " He is not serious ; with 
him one can have a good time without fear of 
being compressed ; and then, he is a diplomatist, 
and as discreet as a tomb." By reason of this 
reputation for discreetness, the diplomatist is be- 
yond competition in the race for women's favor, 
without even excepting the brilliant cavalry of- 
ficer, who appeals chiefly to women in love with 
glitter and who are ready to catch Cupid as he flies. 
I have not mentioned the tenor, who only makes* 
his chief conquests among romantic and flighty 
women. In high society in France, England, and 
probably everywhere, the distribution of prizes is 
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THE PORTRAIT 

somewhat in this order: First prize, the diplo- 
matist; second prize, the officer of hussars; third 
prize, the tenor. Accesserunty the remainder who 
have not much to share between them. In the re- 
mainder may be classed husbands. 

De Lussac drew a gold cigarette-case from his 
pocket, took a cigarette, and, seating himself on a 
divan, began to smoke. 

" I know of nothing pleasanter,*' said he, /' than 
a chat and smoke in the morning with a painter 
in his sanctum. If I had to live all my time in 
one apartment, I would choose first a studio, sec- 
ondly, a library; in all other rooms, one eats, 
drinks, sleeps, or bores one's self." 

He gazed complacently, around the studio, and 
his eyes fell on Dora's portrait. He rose, chose 
a good angle, and inspected the picture carefully. 

" Beautiful likeness !" said he, " full of poetry 
— modelling perfect. It is simply quivering with 
life — and what lovely flesh color ! There is not a 
man in England that can paint flesh like Grantham 
— ^no, not one that comes up to his ankle. Yet, 
with the most brilliant future before him, with 
the foremost place among the painters of the day 
close at hand, and certain to be a Royal Acade- 
mican before he is forty — here is a man to whom 
artistic fame does not suffice." 

Without noticing it he had approached the door 
leading to the garden. He opened it. The lilacs 
and hawthorns were in bloom, and whiffs of deli- 
cious scents were wafted into the studio. 

**Who WQuld imagine," thought he, "that in 
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this peaceful retreat, where the rustling of the 
trees is the only sound to be heard, a man was to 
be found who had invented a projectile likely to 
revolutionize modem warfare !" 

Philip.entered hurriedly. 

" Ah, my dear de Lussac — no news yet ?" 

'^ No ! the Commission is to-day sitting in Paris 
at the War Office. There is every hope of a fa- 
vorable decision, I believe." 

" Not so loud," said Philip, " not so loud ; Dora 
might hear you. She knows nothing about it. 
Ah, my dear fellow, I have worked day and night 
to perfect that shell. The mechanism is so simple 
and yet so precise, that by winding up the little 
spring the shell will burst without necessarily 
striking any object on the ground or in the air, at 
any portion of its course, exactly so many sec- 
onds as is wished after it has been fired. The 
usefulness of the shell in the open field or against 
fortified positions is obvious." 

" That is so ! in every case the experiment has 
proved entirely successful ; and we wonder how 
it is the invention was not immediately bought 
by the English Government." 

" Do you think the Commission will soon arrive 
at a decision ?" 

"To-day, probably," replied de Lussac; "very 
likely in a few hours. We are expecting eyery 
minute a telegram from Paris." 

"If they should buy it !" said Philip, dreamily. 

" Well, then, you will be a wealthy man !" 

" Shall I Y* exclaimed Philip, his eyes shining 
,"4 



THE PORTRAIT 

with joy — " shall I be rich ? My dear De Lussac, 
I am quite satisfied with my lot. I earn more 
than I want. But my wife, my Dora — I want to 
be rich for her sake. She was brought up sur- 
rounded with every luxury. Six years ago, she 
left the house of a wealthy and generous father 
to share the life of a struggling artist. She never 
once complained, but has been happy and has 
made me the happiest of men. She has sat con- 
stantly by my easel, inspiring my brush by her 
sweet presence, and encouraging me by her con- 
stant and discriminating praise. To better ap- 
preciate my work, she has set to work herself, and 
has had two pictures hung at the Royal Academy, 
which have been splendidly noticed. How she 
has helped me ! Sometimes she would come and 
put her arms on my shoulders and say, * Go on, 
Philip, you are on the road to fame.* What a 
wife ! Yes," said he, with earnestness and warmth, 
" I want wealth, but God is my witness that it \b 
for her that I aspire to riches." 

" Still in love, I see, cker ami hein ? It is possi- 
ble then to be in love with one's wife after six 
years, six long years, of marriage." 

" Still in love ! Why, I am only now beginning 
to love her as she deserves. Oh, that wealth may 
enable me to make her still happier !" 

" Amen," said De Lussac, and he turned again 
to the picture. 

" I think this portrait is delightful," said he, 
" you can never have done a better piece of work 
than this." 
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" Yes ! I am fairly satisfied with it," said Philip ; 
" it is like her, is it not ? My wife with a bunch of 
pansies in her hand." 

" I don't see the pansies/' remarked de Lussac. 

^^ No ! I shall put them in presently. I shall 
finish the picture this afternoon." 

" I see," said de Lussac, " that Madame Grant- 
ham will have the bunch of pansies in her hand, 
and that she will look lovingly at them." 

" Yes, it is her favorite flower," replied Philip, 
" and mine too. There was a bed of pansies grow- 
ing just under her window in that beautiful coun- 
try house where I met her for the first time and 
where I courted her. She tended them herself, 
and called them *her family.' Before entering 
the house, I would always pluck one and place it 
in my buttonhole. When it was faded, I gave it 
to her. It is utter nonsense, I know ; but, after 
all, happiness is made up of little foolish trifles of 
that sort." 

" The Anglo-Saxons !" said de Lussac — " a prac- 
tical and yet sentimental race." 

Philip went to a bureau and, opening a drawer, 
took out a little packet carefully tied up. 

" Here they are," said he, " her family." 

And he replaced the packet with great care. 

" This is charming, quite romantic," cried de 
Lussac, " perfectly idyllic ! You know, you are a 
curious mixture, nwn cher ami. Fancy your in- 
ventive genius turning to an instrument of war 
that will make widows of wives who perhaps once 
had such a * family.' " 
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" Oh, if I thought that !" exclaimed Philip. 

"You would beg the Commission to kindly 
return you your shell," suggested de Lussac, with 
a wink. 

*• Hardly," said Philip, smiling, "I am too near 
the goal to do that." 

" I think I had better be off now," said de 
Lussac, looking at his watch. *' I am preventing 
you from working." 

" Not at all, my dear fellow. I have, it is true, 
to finish this portrait to-day ; but I have plenty of 
time. I wiy go and put on my working-jacket. 
Dora will be down in a minute . . . only, dear 
boy, do not mention the shell, will you ? Not a 
word about it !" 

De Lussac, left alone, could not control his 
curiosity. The drawer in which the pansies had 
been placed was only half shut. He took the 
packet in his hand and gave way to hearty laugh- 
ter at the expense of Philip and Dora. 

"Well! ril be hanged," said he, "if ever a 
woman makes me save some withered old flowers 
tied in pink ribbon, like a box of chocolates." 

If he had only looked round at the garden door, 
while indulging in these reflections, he would have 
seen Dora come into the studio. 

Dora was radiant, in a pretty, simple morning 
gown, which accentuated her severe and classical 
beauty. Her large hazel eyes, encircled with long 
lashes, had an expression of exquisite sweetness ; 
but they were also capable of making any man, 
who would dare look into them with any other 
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sentiment than that of profound respect, sink into 
the ground. Her haughty mouth, with its short 
upper lip, almost Austrian, betrayed a proud, 
susceptible, and ardent nature. She had the con- 
sciousness of her beauty and intellectual worth. 
The smallest underhand act filled her with repug- 
nance. On seeing de Lussac with the packet of 
flowers in his hand and the drawer still open, she 
hardly knew whether to laugh or treat him with 
contempt. The corner of her mouth turned 
slightly up, and, with a little mocking smile which 
completely disconcerted the young diplomatist, 
she said : 

" Well, Monsieur de Lussac, and how are you ?" 

" How are you, chlre madame^* answered he, in 
an embarrassed manner. 

"Very well, thank you. I thought I heard 
Philip." 

" He is in there, changing his coat." And, re- 
marking that Dora had brought in a handful of 
pansies, he added : 

" More pansies ?" 

" Why more ? Ah ! that is true, you have some 
also, I see ?" 

De Lussac reddened to the tips of his ears. 

" Yes ! A minute ago Philip was telling me the 
history of your * little family,* and when he went 
out I could not resist the temptation of taking 
another peep at the little packet that he had left 
in my hand, and which contains the prologue of 
your love affairs." 

Seeing himself caught in the act, he did not 
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hesitate to tell this little fib, so as to reinstate 
himself in Dora's good graces. She was taken in 
by it. 

" Give the packet to me ; you are a very wicked 
man — these are not for the profane; and Philip 
is still more wicked than you are to show them 
to you." 

She put the packet back again. She was vexed, 
almost humiliated. Why had Philip mentioned 
the story of the pansies to Monsieur de Lussac ? 
It could interest no one, except the two lovers, 
who had thus repeated their vows. Why had 
Philip shown him the packet ? In her eyes, it 
was an almost ungentlemanly act. She passed a 
hand across her forehead, as if to brush away the 
ideas that came to her mind, and smiled good- 
humoredly once more. 

" I believe you are jealous," said she, gayly. 

" Not a bit — I am disgusted. Two people, sup- 
posed to be sensible, billing and cooing over a 
package of old flowers, after being married, let me 
see — how long ?" 

" Six years to-day." 

" And after six years of marriage you are still 
in the region of romance? Will you allow a 
bachelor, an intimate friend of your husband's, to 
congratulate you with all his heart. I declare I 
almost envy your happiness." 

" Well, get married yourself," exclaimed Dora ; 
" it is very easy." 

" Not for the world," said he, in a bantering 
tone. " I am too fond of woman in the plural to 
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ever love one in the singular. Besides, I could 
never marry a woman unless I could respect her." 

" Naturally." 

** Well !" exclaimed de Lussac, laughing heart- 
ily, " I don't believe I could respect a woman who 
would be willing to marry me." 

" Oh ! come, you are like most Frenchmen," 
said Dora, " not so bad as you would make people 
believe. You will succumb to the temptation all 
in good time. You will marry, you will love your 
wife, and, what is more, you will make the most 
docile of husbands. It is the most recalcitrant of 
you that generally become the model husbands in 
the end." 

" Heaven forbid ! I will succumb to every temp- 
tation you like to name except that one ; if I ever 
find myself married I shall have been chloro- 
formed before the ceremony. For fear of giving 
way to this temptation I will stick to all the oth- 
ers, in case they should forsake me — you see, I am 
a vagabond pure and simple." 

"Women love vagabonds — many do at any 
rate. You will find a hundred for one that will 
have you." 

"A hundred perhaps — one never," said de Lussac. 

" And when you are old, who will occupy the 
other side of the chimney corner ? A chimney has 
two corners." 

" I know it," said de Lussac, " but there is also 
the middle, where I shall be very happy and com- 
fortable — that is better still. No, no, long live 
Liberty !" 
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'^ Pure selfishness — and besides, conjugal life is 
the most comfortable." 

" Undeceive yourself, madam ; one lives as well 
at the club. One dines better at a restaurant, 
where for a small tip one may grumble and blow 
up the waiter to one's heart's content." 

" You can do as much in your own house, and 
blow up your wife without its costing you a far- 
thing." 

The light-hearted gayety of the young man 
amused Dora. A woman, although she does not 
countenance that love of independence in her 
husband, admires it in other men. I feel inclined 
to believe that women have a mingled feeling of 
admiration and respect for the man who has not 
been caught in the matrimonial toils. 

Dora was playing with the pansies that she had 
scattered on the table. 

" You see these flowers," she said, suddenly, to 
de Lussac, "well, there is an impenetrable mystery 
connected with them." 

" You don't say so," said he, noticing the com- 
ically majestic air she had assumed. 

"Yes! a real live mystery. On our wedding 
day there arrived a bunch similar to this one. 
Who sent it? That is the mystery. On every 
anniversary of our marriage, we get another. 
Are the flowers for Philip or for me? More 
mystery. Philip says they are from some old 
admirer of mine ; from some old sweetheart of 
his, I say. Still, they come, and are always wel- 
come." 
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" I am not versed in the language of flowers," 
said de Lussac, " but I fancy I remember a little 
verse, beginning something after this fashion : 

Pansies for thought — 
Love lies bleeding. 

I cannot recollect the words exactly, but perhaps 
there is a bleeding heart somewhere. Oh, this is 
terrible of me," exclaimed de Lussac, again look- 
ing at his watch, " it is eleven o'clock, and I am 
still here chattering. I ought to be at the Em- 
bassy ; I must really go. Will you be kind enough 
to tell your husband that I will send him a wire 
as soon as I know something definite — no, no, I 
will come myself." 

" About what ?" said Dora. 

" Oh ! about something — which concerns me." 

He shook hands with Dora and went out hur- 
riedly. 

Dora, left alone, began to arrange the flower^. 
The pansy was a flower which fascinated her, and 
suggested to her mind all kinds of fantastic faces. 
She seemed to see sad and solemn ones, some 
smiling and gay, others saucy ; they represented 
to her a perfect gallery of weird faces. She chose 
some of the best, made them into a little bouquet 
for Philip to paint in her picture. Taking away 
. one or two that did not harmonize with her dress, 
she placed the bunch on her husband's easel. 

" Oh, what pretty flowers !" shouted Eva, who 
had just come into the studio, followed by Hobbs. 
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She was dressed to go out for her daily morning 
walk. 

''Mamma, aren't you coming out for a walk 
with us r 

" No, my sweet," replied Dora ; " I cannot this 
morning. You know that daddy is going to finish 
my picture this morning, so I must stay with him ; 
he will want me." 

" You are always with daddy," said Eva, pout- 
ing. " You never come for a walk with me." 

" How can you say such things ; you know I 
go out very often with you — ^but I can't to-day. 
To-morrow, yes ! to-morrow. Come, be a good 
little girl." 

" A good little girl," said Eva, sighing ; " that's 
what you always say to me." 

"When I was a little girl," said Dora, trying 
to look serious, "I, too, had to be good, you 
know." 

"Oh, mamma! aren't you glad you're not a 
little girl any longer ?" said Eva. 

" Oh, what shall we do with her, Hobbs, if she 
is so naughty ?" said Dora, taking the child up 
in her arms and covering her with kisses. 

And yet she knew that the reproaches were well- 
merited. 

" Is it true that mamma was a little girl first ?" 

" Of course, dear, certainly." 

" Quite a little girl, and then as tall as that — 
and that— and that?" 

" Yes ! — and then like this," said Dora, touching 
the top of her head. 
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"Well, then, you had a mamma, too; that's 
grandma, isn't it ? Was she pretty, like you ?" 

" Much prettier." 

" Did she scold you ?" 

" Certainly, when I was naughty." 

" Isn't it funny, though ? Where is daddy ?" 

" He is coming in a minute, dearie. Come, it 
is time you went for a walk, Hobbs," said Dora 
to the good woman, who was laughing at the 
child's questions ; " do not stay out very long, it 
is chilly, and Miss Eva might catch cold." 

" Very well, ma'am," replied Hobbs. 

Dora, ascertaining that the child was warmly 
enough clad, gave her bonnet - strings an extra 
touch, then looked at her and kissed her again 
and again. 

Eva and her nurse went out at the studio door. 
The latter, finding a letter in the box, came back 
with it and gave it to Dora, returning again to 
the child. 

Dora, remembering Eva's reproaches, felt the 
tears come into her eyes. With many women the 
mother kills the wife, but Dora was so much ab- 
sorbed in her husband that she often reproached 
herself with not taking enough notice of the child. 
She was wife first, mother next. Yet God knew 
how she adored her child. 



IV 

DORA 

It was past noon, and Philip had not yet set to 
work. 

For some time past Dora had noticed that 
Philip had no longer the same lively interest in 
his painting, but she had been very careful not 
to speak to him about it. Dora was the ideal 
artist's wife, not only because she understood her 
husband's art, but also because she was keenly 
alive to the conditions under which works of art 
are produced. If she had been the wife of Ber- 
nard de Palissy, she herself would have broken 
up the furniture of her home to keep alive the 
furnace fire. Blessed with a calm, even tempera- 
ment herself, she knew that the artistic nature is 
sensitive, susceptible, irritable even, and that a 
veritable diplomacy has to be exercised daily and 
hourly, if one would so live with an artist as to 
cheer him in his moments of discouragement, to 
stimulate him, to give him constantly the discreet 
and intelligent praise he needs, when it seems to 
him that his imagination and his powers are 
forsaking him, and that he is no longer doing 
his best work. An artist is a piece of machinery 
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that must be wound up every day. There is 
scarce an artist worthy of the name who does 
not think he is used up each time that he ter- 
minates a new work, and there is not a painter 
who, when he shows a new picture for the first 
time, does not watch the scrutinizing gaze of the 
critic, much as a mother watches with anxious eye 
the expression of the doctor who is going to pro- 
nounce himself upon the subject of her sick child. 
An artist is a child, who must be constantly petted 
and applauded. 

Dora knew all that, and on this subject she had 
nothing to reproach herself with ; on the contrary, 
it was to her that her husband owed his growing 
celebrity — ^she had made him what he was. She 
did not take any credit for this, she had never re- 
minded him of it, never a hint on the subject had 
passed her lips. A woman like Dora leaves a hus- 
band to recognize these things for himself, but 
never speaks of them. 

Dora had not the courage to ask Philip why he 
painted with less ardor, but she longed to say to 
him, "You promised me that you would finish 
the portrait to-day ; you tell me that it is only a 
matter of two or three hours' work ; but I am 
sure that it will take seven or eight hours to finish 
it . . . why don't you set about it?" And her 
imagination fell to inventing all sorts of explana- 
tions, each more fantastic and improbable than 
the other. 

The last words of Monsieur de Lussac came 
back to her memory, " Pansies for thought — Lave 
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lies bleeding^ What connection would there be 
between a pansy and a crushed love ? No one 
had ever loved her well enough to break his heart 
about her, except Philip, and he had married her. 
But he ? Had there been a romance in his life 
before she had known him ? He had never spoken 
of anything of the kind. " After all," she said to 
herself, " the best of men have some experience 
of that kind in their early life, which they do not 
talk about. Ah, well ! what matters it ? Philip 
has filled my life with happiness." 

Her glance wandered again to the picture. 
" Not yet finished," she murmured. " Has he for- 
gotten his promise ? For some time past he has 
been quite strange ; he seems preoccupied, dis- 
traught, anxious even — at times his mind seems 
to be far away." And a thousand ideas flitted 
through her mind, only to be dismissed as all 
equally absurd. 

Suddenly she uttered a little cry of surprise, to 
find the vigorous arms of her husband clasped 
around her waist. 

" What is my little wife thinking of so deeply 
that she does not notice the sound of her hus- 
band's footsteps ?" said Philip. 

" Of you," said Dora, laughing, " and of these 
flowers." 

" They have come again, eh ?" said Philip, tak- 
ing up his palette and brushes. 

" Yes, who sends them ?" 

" That is what I should like to know. As I told 
you before, an old admirer of yours, I dare say." 
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" Nonsense, you know better. As I said before, 
some old sweetheart of yours — ^far more likely," 
replied Dora. 

Then looking her husband straight in the eyes, 
she added : 

" Confess." 

"Look here," said Philip, "I have come to 
work ; if you tease me in this way, I shall never 
do anything." 

He tried his brushes and began mixing his 
colors. 

Dora took the little bunch of pansies which she 
had arranged, and placed them near the portrait. 

"The colors harmonize exquisitely with the 
yellow of the dress. How sweet they are, these 
pansies ! Look, do look, at this dear little yellow 
one — what a saucy face ! Put it in the picture. 
By-the-bye, there is a letter for you." 

She went to the table, where Hobbs had laid 
the letter, took it up and read the envelope aloud, 
"Philip Grantham, Esq., A.R.A. Associate of the 
Royal Academy ! There are lots of people who 
live in hopes of adding letters to their name, but 
you, my Philip, will soon drop one : instead of 
A.R.A., just Royal Academician, R.A." 

" Who knows ?" said Philip. " Perhaps — thanks 
to your encouragement and loving praise. There ! 
open the letter for me, will you ?" 

" It is Sir Benjamin Pond, who announces that 
he is coming to see you to-day : he wants to choose 
one or two pictures." 

" I hope he will come late, then," said Philip, 
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" I want to finish your portrait before dinner. It 
ought to be easy enough — two or three hours of 
steady work, and the thing is done." 

Dora smiled a little smile of incredulity. 

" Seven or eight," said she, " at least." 

Philip had stuck the bunch of pansies on the 
easel, his palette was ready, he was just going to 
begin. 

"Come here," said he to Dora, "here, quite 
close — that's it. I can work so much better, 
darling, when you are near me. Look, the brush 
works already more easily, my hand is surer — 
there, that is good — splendid — I shall go ahead 
now." 

Philip was in working mood, and Dora was 
beaming. She could have hugged him, and 
would not have been able to resist the tempta- 
tion, but for the fear of hindering his progress. 
After a few minutes* silence, she burst out : 

" Philip !" 

"Yes, dearest," replied Philip, without with- 
drawing his eyes from his work. 

"Don't you think ours is a very romantic 
life?" 

" Very romantic ? How do you mean ?** 

" Oh, I mean that we are so happy." 

" Yes, but that is hardly what people call ro- 
mance. A romantic life is an eventful life, and 
happy people have no events in their lives. I 
don't believe that cousin Gerald Lorimer, with all 
his imagination, could get a one-act play out of 
our lives. There is no plot to be found in them. 
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To make a novel or a play, there must be in- 
trigue, troubles, misunderstandings, moral storms. 
There are people who love storms. Some people 
only love the sea when it is in a fury. Are you 
fond of 'storms yourself?" 

" Oh no," replied Dora ; " I have no sea-legs, I 
love the life that I lead with you — and my en- 
thusiasm for your art deepens my love for you 
every day." 

"My darling," said Philip, drawing Dora still 
nearer to him, and caressing the graceful head that 
was resting against his knee, " do you know that 
one of these days I shall be jealous of you, you 
are making such progress with your painting." 

" What nonsense ! I am learning so that I 
may understand you better. To appreciate you 
thoroughly, my ambition soars no higher than 
that." 

Philip looked at his watch, turned towards the 
door that led to the street, and made a little gest- 
ure of impatience that did not escape Dora. 

"Philip," said she, "what are you thinking of?" 

" Why, of you, dear, always you." 

"No, you were not thinking about me just 
now. You cannot deceive me," said she, coax- 
ingly. " Do you know that, of late, I have ob- 
served a little change in you — oh ! just a little 
change." 

" A change ? What a little goose you are !" 

" Oh, I ,am not so silly as all that ; the fact is 
you seem absent-minded lately, anxious, irritable 
even ; and, worse than all that, this morning you 
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had forgotten it was the anniversary of our wed- 
ding. Now, had you not ?" 

Philip started. 

" Oh, but I am quite sure of what I am saying. 
I am certain you had forgotten.** 

" What nonsense ! it is all in your imagination, 
my dear child.*' 

" No, it is not," said Dora, with great emphasis ; 
" a woman's intuition is often a safer guide than 
her eyes." 

" Your intuition, then, for once is wrong." 

" Come, come," said Dora, tenderly, " tell me, 
have you any troubles, any little worry ?" 

" No, dear, none," said Philip, frowning a little. 
" Let me get on with my work, and don't ask silly 
questions." 

" Oh, very well,** said Dora, pouting. 

She rose, and went away from the easel a few 
steps ; but noticing that Philip was looking at 
her, as if to ask her forgiveness for having been 
a trifle abrupt, she turned her steps towards him, 
and, laying her head on his shoulder, burst into 
tears ; then looking him in the face, with eyes 
that were smiling through the tears, she cried, 
" Oh, do tell me what ails you.*' 

" What a child you are, dearest ! I assure you, 
there is nothing the matter.** 

" I know better." 

" You will have to believe me," said Philip, in 
a not very convincing tone, but doing his best to 
comfort her with his look, "when I tell you, that 
there is absolutely nothing wrong, although — " 
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" Although ? Ah !" cried Dora, " you see that 
I was right after all. Well ?" 

And she eagerly waited to hear the explanation 
that should put an end to all her conjectures. 

" Well, then, yes," said Philip, resolutely, " there 
is something. Sometimes I feel I should like to 
do so much more for you than I have been able." 

" What an idea ! There is not a woman in the 
world with whom I should like to change places. 
How could I be happier than I am ?" 

" What is your definition of happiness ?" said 
Philip, continuing to paint. 

" For a woman," replied Dora, with warmth, 
"happiness consists in being loved by the man 
whom she loves and can be proud of ; in being 
rich enough to afford all the necessary comforts 
of life, and poor enough to make pulling together 
a necessity ; an existence hand in hand, side by 
side. And what is yours ?" 

"Well, I confess, I should like to be a little richer 
than that," said Philip, with a little amused smile. 

" Ah ! I see," exclaimed Dora, sadly, " you are 
beginning to grow tired of this quiet life of ours. 
Take care, Philip, noise frightens happiness away. 
Happy the house that is hidden in the trees, as 
the nest in the thick of the hedges." 

" My dear child, we have to live for the world a 
little." 

" Excuse me if I do not understand you," said 
Dora, " I am only a woman. I can live for you, 
and for you alone. I know that love is not suffi- 
cient even for the most devoted and affectionate 
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of husbands. A woman can live on love and die 
of it. That's the difference. Now, what is your 
definition of happiness ?" 

" To be blessed with a dear, adorable wife ; to 
have money enough to enable me to surround her 
with every luxury. Yes, I long to be really rich, 
if only to make my father repent of his treatment 
of me. In his eyes a man is successful according 
to his proven ability to pile up money. Ah, that 
letter of his, how it rankles in my mind still and 
always will !" 

" What letter is that ?" said Dora ; " you never 
spoke to me of it before. Why, what a tomb of 
dark secrets you are !" 

Philip rose, went to a drawer, took out a letter, 
and returned with it in his hand. 

"Here it is," he said, "listen: 

" * My Son, — ^When I opened to you the doors 
of the banking-house which I have founded, and 
bade you join me as a clerk who would eventually 
be master of it, I did not doubt that you had 
sufficient good sense and filial docility to make 
you joyfully accept such an opening. It appears 
that you have neither of these qualities. Twice I 
have made the offer, twice you have declined it. 
From this day please to consider yourself free to 
follow art or any other road to starvation. I re- 
linquish all right to direct your career, but I also 
require you to relinquish all right to call yourself 
the son of 

" * Thomas Granthaai' " 
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Philip folded the letter and replaced it in the 
drawer. 

" Yes," said Dora, " it was a cruel letter, for, 
after all, your only crime had been to wish to be- 
come an artist. And yet, a father knows that out 
of a hundred men who take up painting as a pro- 
fession, one or two perhaps get to the top of the 
tree. Where is the father who would advise his 
son to work at art, music, or literature for a live- 
lihood ? In the case of a real vocation, he may 
bow gracefully to the inevitable, but, as a rule, a 
parent does not bring up his sons with a view to 
making artists of them. On the contrary, he 
does what he can to dissuade them from choosing 
that course. In the case of your father, my dear 
Philip, I think one might allow extenuating cir- 
cumstances. Where is the head of the family 
who would not dread for his sons these often illib- 
eral professions ? Professions, which ninety-nine 
times out of a hundred bring in little besides dis- 
appointments, disillusions, a miserable pittance, 
and often despair? Try and forget this griev- 
ance, darling. In any case, you have had your 
revenge already. You are celebrated, and we are 
no longer poor." 

" Ah, but we have been, and it has sometimes 
brought tears of rage to my eyes, and to-day we 
are a long, a very long way, from being rich." 

" Ah, but think what an enviable lot yours is !" 
said Dora, proudly. " Yours is the most honor- 
able of callings. You have no poor wretches 
sweating for you. Your income is the fruit of 
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your personal handiwork. You are your own 
master. You help to make life beautiful. You 
have a fame increasing every day. You enjoy 
the respect of everybody, the admiration of the 
public, the appreciation of the best critics, the 
company and the friendship of all the intelligence 
of London. A king might well envy the life of a 
great artist !" 

Dora was excited, and Philip looked at her 
with eyes.that thanked her for all she thought of 
him. 

"You are quite right," he resumed, "and I am 
far from complaining of my fate. I have also full 
confidence in the future. But you, my darling ; 
it is of you I am thinking." 

"Of me?" exclaimed Dora. "But do I not 
share all your honors ? What more can I wish 
for? Why, my dear boy," she added, laughing, 
" before ten years have passed you will be knighted, 
and I run the risk of being one day Lady Grant- 
ham. Just fancy?" And she drew herself up 
most comically. 

They both burst out laughing. Philip was in a 
confessing mood, and he went on. 

"I should like," he said, "to see you the 
mistress of such a house as you were brought 
up in !" 

" Good heavens ! It is all I can do to keep this 
dear little one properly ! Besides, where is it now 
— that beautiful house where I was brought up ? 
After my mother's death, my father took to spec- 
ulating, and he died penniless. Everything had 
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to be sold to pay his debts. Much better beg^n 
as we do than finish as he did.'* 

" I should like," continued Philip, in the same 
strain, " to see you drive in a handsome carriage 
of your own." 

"A hansom cab," replied Dora, laughing, "is 
much more convenient, goes faster, costs less, and 
gives you much less trouble." 

"I should like to see riviires of diamonds 
on your lovely neck, precious stones on your 
fingers." 

Dora looked serious, almost sad. 

" I wish no better collar for my neck than your 
true, manly arms — my Philip ! On my fingers ? 
Do you see this little ring ?" 

" A five-pound ring !" said Philip, with an air 
of contempt. " I am almost ashamed to see it on 
your finger." 

" A five-pound ring !" exclaimed Dora, " a price- 
less ring ! Do you remember — ah, I do ! — how 
for many weeks you put away ten shillings a 
week so as to be able to buy it for me on my 
birthday ! A five-pound ring, indeed ! Not for 
the Koh-i-nflr would I exchange it," she added, 
as she kissed the little ring passionately. "To 
me the real value of a jewel is the love it rep- 
resents in the giver, and no rich gems could 
be richer in that sense than this dear little ring." 

Philip felt deeply moved and almost humiliated. 
He tenderly kissed Dora, and resumed painting. 
Dora thought she was gaining her cause, and went 
on pleading : 
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" Ah, Philip," she said, " the rich don't know 
the pleasures they miss, the sweetest pleasures of 
poverty. Their gifts cost them no sacrifice. 
They don't possess their wealth, it is their wealth 
that possesses them. They have not the satis- 
faction of knowing that they are loved for their 
own sake. I would not give one year of my life 
for ten years of a millionaire's life. Why, they 
don't even have the proof that they are honest. 
They have no temptations. I would shudder at 
the idea that I might be rich one day." 

"Well," said Philip, sarcastically, "I think I 
could bear it with fortitude. My darling, the 
philosophers of all ages have taught that money 
does not make happiness ; but sensible men of all 
times have come to the conclusion that it con- 
siderably helps to make it. I want money for no 
sordid reason. Money is round, it was meant to 
roll, and I mean to enjoy it." 

"No, dear," replied Dora, reproachfully and 
pathetically, " money is flat, it was meant to stop 
and be piled up a little. And, by-the-way, do 
you know that you have made over a thousand 
pounds this year, and that we have kept very 
nearly half of it? You see, I am of some use after 
all. The financial position is good, since the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer has only spent half 
his budget. We are rich, since we don't want all 
we have." 

"Yes, you are a dear, lovely little housewife," 
said Philip, rather coldly and without raising his 
eyes from the canvas. 
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Dora was susceptible. She felt a little 
wounded. 

"Am I?" she said. "Perhaps you will say I 
am a good little bourgeoise. Possibly ! But I 
will tell you this : happy as I am now, I am not 
sure that I was not happier still when we were 
quite poor, pulling, struggling together, hand in 
hand. I have never dreaded poverty ; on the 
contrary, I have enjoyed it, loved it by your side. 
To poverty I owe the happiest days of my life. 
Do you remember, for instance, how we enjoyed 
the play when, once a month, obscure, unknown 
to everybody, we went to the upper circle ? Wasn't 
it lovely ? And how we often yawn now, once a 
week, in the stalls." 

" Yes," said Philip, " and how we made the din- 
ner shorter, so as to be able to afford the price of 
two seats in that upper circle ?" 

" Right, and that's why we enjoyed the play so 
much. We were not overfed in those days." 

"We were not," seconded Philip. 

"You cannot enjoy, even appreciate anything 
intellectual after a dinner of six or eight courses ; 
you are only fit for a pantomime or a music hall. 
And that's why those pathetic forms of entertain- 
ment are so successful now. Why, look at the 
people in the boxes — indifferent, half sulky, lift- 
ing their eyebrows and staring their eyes out — 
like that-lawful !" 

" Yes," said Philip, " all the response, all the ap- 
preciation, all the warmth comes from the pit and 
gallery." 
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" And do you also remember when, two years 
.after we were married, our general suddenly gave 
notice, and left us alone to manage housekeeping 
as best we could while Hobbs was temporarily ab- 
sent ? And how I cooked all the meals, and how 
you never enjoyed them better? Now, say it's true." 

" Perfectly true. And I peeled the potatoes." 

" The less you speak of that, the better. You 
wasted half of them. But what fun ! The house 
was gay, happy, ringing with our laughter all day 
long ; so much so that, in a month, baby put on 
six pounds of flesh." 

" And how I cleaned the knives !" said Philip, 
who was enjoying the reminiscences. 

" Which helped your appetite for breakfast." 

" And the boots — now, I did not like cleaning 
the boots^" 

" Yes, you did, and they never shone so beauti- 
fully." 

" Well, I flatter myself I was able to make my- 
self useful." 

" Those were and will always be the dear old 
days of my life." 

"And how pretty you looked," said Philip, 
" with a white apron on, and your sleeves tucked 
up, showing your lovely arms." 

" Ah !" said Dora, " and do you also remember 
how you were once turned out of the kitchen for 
kissing the cook ? You were sorry when I got a 
new servant." 

" Upon my word, I believe I was." 

" Ah !" exclaimed Dora, " you will never picnic 
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like that again, you will never have such lovely 
times. My dear Philip, the very rich people must 
lead very dull lives. We look for happiness far 
ahead of us, when often we have it close at hand. 
The poet is right : * Paradise is cheap enough, it's 
only the hells we make for ourselves that are 
expensive.* We are as rich now as we should 
ever wish to be. And, let me tell you, that if 
ever we get really rich (that will be through your 
fault), I shall find my consolation in the constant 
recollection of all the pleasures I enjoyed when I 
was poor — as the ear remains forever under the 
charm of some sweet old melody that once struck 
it. I could go on forever on this theme. Now, 
do you know the holiday of my life that I shall 
never forget ?" 

"Our trip to Paris with ten pounds in our 
pockets," replied Philip. 

"That's not fair; you guess too quickly. Well, 
didn't we do it after all ? We saw everything — 
the museums, the theatres, the gardens, and when 
we arrived home — " 

" We had to borrow one - and - six from <the 
servant to pay the cab fare from Charing Cross." 

" Lovely !" cried Dora, clapping her hands with 
joy. " What fun we had — real, good, wholesome 
fun ! Now, look at our little girl. She will 
hardly look at the beautiful dolls she has. She 
always goes back to the old stuffed stocking, with 
a face painted on the ball of cotton that does duty 
for a head. Now, why ? Tell me why she prefers 
it to all the others." 
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" Oh, probably because she can ill-use it to her 
heart's content." 

" Not a bit of it ; because it reminds her of the 
happiest, the jolliest days of her life. The pleas- 
ures of poverty again, my dear Philip, the sweet- 
est, the never-to-be-forgotten ones — alas, never to 
be enjoyed again, perhaps !" 

" I will see that they are not," said Philip. 

" Oh, Philip, tell me that you are happy now, 
that the ambition of your life will be your work, 
your art, not money." 

" Certainly, darling. But, let me tell you also, 
honestly, that the greatest pleasure in connection 
with my days of poverty — " 

"Well?" 

" Is that I am poor no longer." 

" You incorrigible cyhic." 

Dora looked at Philip for some moments. 

"Oh, Philip," she cried, " say that you are only 
teasing me, that you don't mean a word of it." 

" Yes, dear, I am only teasing you," said Philip, 
indifferently. "Now, little wife, you must be 
quiet and let me work, or this portrait will never 
be finished to-day." 

Philip looked at the clock, then at his watch. 
It was half -past one. A ring was heard at the 
studio door. He shivered with excitement. " It 
is perhaps de Lussac," he said to himself. 

" I hope it is not that bothering Sir Benjamin 
coming to disturb me," he said to Dora. 

Gerald Lorimer, for whom there was always a 
cover laid at Philip's table, entered the studio. 
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" Why, it's Lorimer," exclaimed Philip, rising, 
and going to shake hands with his friend. *^ I am 
as hungry as a hound ; I'll go and wash my hands, 
and we'll have lunch at once." 

"Well, and how goes the portrait?" said 
Lorimer. 

" My dear fellow," replied Philip, " I shall have 
to take a studio a mile or two off, so that my 
wife will not be able to come and chatter and 
hinder me from working. Look at it : here have 
I been for the past two hours in front of this 
easel, and done half an hour's painting at most." 

Philip ran up-stairs to wash and change his 
coat, and quickly rejoined Dora and Lorimer in 
the dining-room. 



THE DRAMATIC AUTHOR AND THE PATRON OF ARTS 

Gerald Lorimer, although still quite young, 
was already a dramatist of some note. He was 
gayety and insouciance personified. A genial phi- 
losopher, witty, sometimes a cynic, but always a 
kindly one, indulgent to the shortcomings of hu- 
manity, he looked at life as a comedy, which he 
witnessed itova the most comfortable of orchestra 
stalls. The world amused him and supplied him 
with types for study. He enjoyed robust health, 
the joy of living was written all over his face, 
and, wherever he went, he brought an atmosphere 
of contagious, irresistible gayety. He was a hand- 
some man, distinguished-looking, and fairly well 
off. When asked why he did not marry, he an- 
swered, "Thanks, I prefer to study from afar; one 
observes better at a distance." 

He had a little house in Philip's neighborhood 
that was the envy of all who were privileged to 
enter its doors. Women thought it impudence 
of a man to dare to instal himself thus, and so 
prove urbi et orbi that it is not absolutely nec- 
essary to have a woman under one's roof to en- 
joy the most perfect comfort. And yet, when 
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asked why Lorimer did not marry, all that wom- 
en had to say was, " No inclination, I suppose." 

Women adore parties given by bachelors. They 
went in crowds when Lorimer asked them to an 
"At home" or a garden-party. They took free 
advantage of the permission he gave them to 
wander over the house, and examined all its cor- 
ners. Every bachelor's house interests women and 
arouses their curiosity. They pried into every 
nook and cranny, in the hope of bringing to light 
a mystery, perchance some woman's portrait — 
Heaven knows what, perhaps a hairpin on the 
carpet. Wherever they looked, everything was 
ease, comfort, and liberty ; and they arrived at the 
conclusion that one may be a bachelor and yet 
live happily, but consoled themselves with the 
thought that nobody has found the way to live a 
bachelor and die happily. Lorimer's house was 
arranged with taste, in the Oriental style. The 
drawing-room, dining-room, library, and smokingr- 
room formed a delightful suite of rooms. 

"You see," said some woman, "nothing but 
men-servants — a French cook, a German valet ; 
our host must be a woman-hater." 

" I do not see that that follows, dear," said an. 
other one ; " men are more discreet and less gos- 
sipping than women, and I warrant that this house 
has been the scene of many an interesting little 
t6te-4-t6te." 

Each one had her own opinion ; none of them 
really knew anything about it. Lorimer had never 
given any one occasion to gossip about him ; he 
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was English and a gentleman, therefore discreet. 
The French boast often of things they have never 
done ; the English never boast of what they do. 
The latter are right. Besides, a bachelor, in giv- 
ing his house a reputation of perfect respectabil- 
ity, can thus invite to it not only his friends but 
their wives and daughters. 

Lorimer knew all London : the club world, the 
aristocratic world, the artistic world of Chelsea 
and St. John's Wood ; and at his parties duch- 
esses, actresses, cabinet ministers, painters, writers, 
actors, and jounalists jostled one another. 

A friend of men, because of his good-fellow- 
ship, frankness, and loyalty ; and of women, by 
reason of his wit, his discretion, and his charming 
manners, Lorimer was received everywhere with 
open arms. He could have dined and lunched 
out every day, if this had been the progp-amme 
of his existence. On the contrary, he worked 
hard, went out little, knew everybody, but was the 
intimate acquaintance of but few, and among these 
were numbered Philip and Dora, whom he liked 
exceedingly and who interested him intensely. 

They sat down in merry mood and did honor 
to the simple and appetizing lunch. 

" What a pity you did not turn up a few mo- 
ments earlier, my dear fellow !" said Philip to 
Lorimer. "You would have been edified, and 
have heard Dora holding forth against w^lth. 
The contempt my wife has for money is sublime. 
She is of the opinion that art, like virtue, should 
be its own reward." 

4S 



WOMAN AND ARTIST 

"Fm sorry to say it's often the only one art 
gets," said Lorimer. " Well, what's your news ?" 

" Haven't any," said Philip. " Oh yes, though," 
added he, " Sir Benjamin Pond threatens to pay 
us a visit to-day — deuce take him." 

" You're in luck ; he spends a mint of money in 
pictures." 

" They say he buys them by the dozen." 

"Hum," said Lorimer, "by the square yard. 
He's an awful ass, but his money is as good as 
that of the cleverest. When I said just now, 
* What's your news?* I meant from the work- 
shop." 

"My wife's portrait will be finished in an hour's 
time ; you shall see it after lunch." 

" And what will you call it ?" 

" Oh, simply, * Portrait of Mrs. Grantham,' or, 
perhaps, * A Bunch of Pansies.' " 

" * A Bunch of Pansies,' that's charming," said 
Lorimer ; " I should like to have a title like that 
for my new play, as simple — " 

"Oh, by. the bye, how about your play, is it 
getting on ?" 

"It's finished, my dear fellow. I have the 
manuscript with me. I have to read it to the 
company at the Queen's Theatre to-day at four 
o'clock." 

" Are you pleased with it ?" 

" My dear friend, when a man has the artistic 
temperament, his work never realizes his ideal — 
but, thank goodness, when I have finished a play, 
I think of nothing but — the next one." 
46 



THE DRAMATIC AUTHOR 

" You are right — but, still, with your experience 
— you have been writing plays for years.** 

" I wrote my first play when I was seventeen," 
said Lorimer, drawing himself up in a comic 
manner. 

" When you were seventeen ?" exclaimed Dora. 

" Yes ! a melodrama, and what a melodrama it 
was! — blood-curdling, weird, terrible, human, 
fiendish. I portrayed crime, perfidy, and lying 
triumphing for a while, but overtaken in the long 
run by fatal chastisement" 

"And was the piece produced?** interrupted 
Dora. 

** It was read,** answered Lorimer. " I received 
a very encouraging letter from the manager of 
the theatre. My play, it appeared, showed a de- 
plorable ignorance of stagecraft, but was well 
written and full of fine and well-conceived situa- 
tions. However, horrors followed one another so 
closely that it was to be feared that the audience 
would scarcely have time to draw breath and dry 
their tears. Finally, the letter terminated with a 
piece of good advice. This was, in the future, 
not to kill all my dramatis personcB^ so that, at the 
fall of the curtain, there might be some one left 
alive to announce the name of the author and 
bring him forward !" 

" It was most encouraging," said Dora, in fits 
of laughter. 

" That is not all,*' added Lorimer ; ** I received, 
a month later, an invitation to a dinner given 
by the Society of Dramatic Authors, and found 
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myself among the leading authors and actors of 
the day." 

** You must have been proud," said Dora. 

" Proud, my dear madam," said Lorimer ; " if 
you would form an idea of what I felt, try to 
imagine a little shepherd of Bceotia asked to 
dine with Jupiter, to meet all the gods of 
Olympus." 

" Now, come, tell us about your new play," said 
Philip. 

" Oh, well, you know, I hope it will be a suc- 
cess, but you never know what will please the 
great B.P. The dialogue is good, the characters 
are interesting, the • situations are strong without 
being vulgar, the idea is new — yes, I must say, 
I am sanguine." 

" Bravo," said Philip, " the theme is orig^inal." 

"Perfectly original," said Lorimer. "I don't 
adapt Parisian plays for the Pharisian stage." 

" It must be enchanting," cried Dora, " to see 
one's own creations in flesh and blood — alive !" 

" Yes, for one month, two months, six months 
perhaps. The creations of painters last for cen- 
turies." 

" That is true," said Dora, looking at Philip. 

" Shakespeare and Molidre are still being played 
with success," said Philip. 

" Yes, I grant you those two. Human nature 
is still and always will be what it was in their 
time. There are no new passions, follies to por- 
tray since their time ; but against those two 
names which you cite — real demi-gods — I could 
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give you two hundred painters and sculptors 
dating from antiquity down to the present day." 

Dora was delighted with the turn the conversa- 
tion had taken. It seemed to her that Philip no 
longer enthused over his art, and she tried her 
utmost to rekindle the sacred fire that threatened 
to go out. So, encouraging Lorimer to continue 
in the same strain, she said : 

"Yes, you are right. It is painting that ex- 
presses all that is beautiful in the world." 

" Especially Philip's art," said Lorimer, seeming 
to grasp Dora's meaning from the warmth with 
which she spoke. " You paint nature, my dear 
friend, flowers, portraits — ^you do not inflict the 
nude upon us, as do so many of your brothers in 
art, who show themselves but poor imitators of 
the French school, servum pecus** 

" But nature is surely always beautiful, wherever 
she is found," said Dora. 

"The ideal, yes," said Lorimer, "but it is the 
realistic method of treatment, in most pictures, 
that displeases me. Perhaps I am a little pu- 
ritanical ; but what can you expect ? I'm Eng- 
lish !" 

"But there is no ideal nature, there is only 
true nature," said Dora. " Call it realism, if you 
wish : what is real is true, and what is true is 
beautiful." 

"My dear Lorimer," exclaimed Philip, "if you 
are going to argue out that subject with Dora, 
you are lost, I warn you. You will get the worst 
of it." 
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"Well, you will admit this much, I suppose," 
said Dora, " that the models chosen are generally 
beautiful. English models ai-e even more than 
beautiful, they are mostly pure in form." 

" Quite so, but no artist has a right to expose a 
woman's nude figure to the public gaze. In 
sculpture it may be permissible — the cold purity 
of the marble saves everything — but never in 
painting." 

" Shake up the Englishman," said Dora, laugh- 
ing, "and the Puritan rises to the surface. I 
thought you were artistic, my dear friend. One 
may forgive a Puritan, but apruritan^ excuse the 
word, oh ! — I have met people who only saw in 
the Venus de Milo a woman with no clothes on. 
Poor Venus ! I wish she could grow a pair of arms 
and hands to box the ears of such Philistines. 
Of course, I must say, these people were not of 
our society." 

" Well, call me prejudiced if you will ; but I 
hate to see woman robbed of her modesty — and 
of her clothes — for the edification of a profane 
public, especially a public as inartistic as our 
English one. Your remark about the Venus de 
Milo proves that I am right. In France it is 
another matter. The public understands. It 
knows that such and such a picture is beautiful, 
•and why it is beautiful. Even the workmen over 
there have been visitors of picture galleries from 
generation to generation, and I have heard some, 
at the Louvre and the Luxembourg, making criti- 
cisms of pictures that they looked at, criticisms 
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which proved to me that they had more true 
appreciation of painting than the fashionable 
crowd that goes to the Royal Academy on pri- 
vate view day. No, I say, the nude in France, if 
you will ; but in England, Heaven preserve us 
from it !" 

"And yet," said Dora, in a calmer tone of voice, 
" the novelists and dramatists of to-day, for the 
most part, do exactly the same thing." 

"What do you mean to say? Novelists and 
dramatists describe the emotions, the passions of 
the soul. To uncover the heart and uncover the 
body are two vastly different things. Add to 
that, in England on the stage, if not in the novel, 
that virtue triumphs invariably." 

" Yes, but at what cost ? Firstly, often at the 
expense of insulting one's common-sense; but 
that is the fault of a public that insists on being 
sent home perfectly convinced that the hero and 
heroine still henceforth live happily ever after. 
That is not the worst of it. Before seeing the 
triumph of virtue, often an impossible kind of 
virtue, one must assist at the heartrending dis- 
section of a woman's soul. All the deformities of 
her heart are laid bare. I suppose you call that 
realism too, I call it clinical surgery — ^that is to 
say, my dear friend, that modem fiction exhales 
a strong odor of carbolic acid. Ah, I must say 1 
prefer a picture, in which a woman is presented in 
all her beauty of form and color, to a novel or a 
play, in which we see woman represented as im- 
pure, corrupted — " 
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" I told you that you would be beaten, Lorimer. 
Own yourself vanquished." 

" My dear madam," said Lorimer, " you preach 
to a convert. But I must remind you that con- 
verting the British public is not my r81e. I serve 
up to that worthy public, which has always been 
kind to me, the dish of its predilection. We can- 
not always put on the stage Pauls and Virginias, 
who, moreover, are getting rarer every day, as you 
will admit." 

" Virginias, especially," said Philip, in parenthesis. 

" Oh, that's another thing," exclaimed Dora, al- 
most indignantly ; " you work, you turn out dra- 
matic literature, for what it brings you in ; own 
it at once — to make money ! That is modem 
art, the art of making ten thousand a year. Some 
are writers, some are green-grocers ; you put them 
all in the same category. Under these conditions, 
I do not see why Philip should not accept offers 
to paint advertisements for manufacturers of soaps 
and hair restorers." 

" But, my dear friend," said Lorimer, " some of 
our greatest academicians have accepted such 
commissions with the most satisfactory results." 

" Oh, hold your tongue, you are incorrigible !" 
said Dora, laughing. 

Philip saw that it was time to put a stop to the 
conversation that threatened to get too heated, 
and proposed a smoke in the studio. Dora did 
not go with them ; she made a solemn bow to 
Lorimer; and all three burst out laughing and 
separated the best of friends. 
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Philip and Lorimer lit their cigars, the latter 
without taking his eyes off the portrait of Dora, 
which he thought a splendid likeness and perfect 
in coloring and modelling. 

" Ah, my dear friend, what a wife you have ! 
What a companion for an artist ! Upon my word, 
if I were married to such a woman, I believe I 
could write masterpieces." 

Philip hardly heeded him. He paced up and 
down the studio, looking at the clock, then at the 
door, and starting at every sound he heard in the 
street. 

" I should like to gain the world, to lay it at the 
feet of this woman," said he, standing before the 
portrait a moment. Philip felt more and more 
agitated. Lorimer looked at him fixedly. 

" Why, old fellow, what on earth is the matter 
with you ?" 

"My dear Lorimer," answered Philip, who could 
conceal his feelings no longer, "you see me to-day 
in an indescribable state of excitement. In a few 
moments I may hear that I am a rich man." 

" You don't say so," said Lorimer, amazed ; 
" an old uncle about to depart this life ?" 

"No," said Philip, "my work, my very own 
work, is perhaps on the point of making me 
wealthy. For month^ past, night and day, so to 
speak, I have been working — " 

" At a great picture," interrupted Lorimer. 

" At an invention." 

" Nonsense ; take care. You will die in the 
workhouse." 
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" Not at all, old fellow," said Philip.; "there are 
two kinds of inventors, those who seek and those 
who discover. I have discovered." 

" What have you discovered, dear friend ?" said 
Lorimer, more and more surprised. 

" A shell that may revolutionize the art of war- 
fare. A Special Commission is now sitting at the 
War Office in Paris, to discuss its merits. I am 
awaiting their decision. I shall get a telegram 
to-day, perhaps in a few moments. I offered my 
shell to the English Government, but they de- 
clined it." 

" Are you speaking seriously ?" 

" Do I look as if I were joking ? Can't you see, 
man, I'm in a fever of impatience, that I can't 
hold a brush, my hand is trembling so. I have 
neither the courage nor the strength to finish this 
portrait, which only requires about an hour's work. 
But not a word to Dora on the subject ; she knows 
nothing about it yet, and never will, if the affair 
falls through." 

A violent ringing was heard at the studio bell. 

"There," said Philip, "that is it perhaps — the 
telegram at last." And he ran to open the door 
himself. 

He returned accompanied by a big man, pom- 
pous and shiny, who entered the studio witji a 
majestic step. Bald, chubby-faced, with a huge 
nose that divided his face in two, as the Appenines 
divide Italy, and two large round eyes, set lobster 
fashion, he was, with his huge white waistcoat*, a 
fair example of a certain type of city merchant, in 
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all his glory. This pretentious personage cast a 
look into every corner of the studio. 

" Plague take the bore," said Philip to Lorimer. 

"Fll be off," said Lorimer. 

" Oh no, pleasfe stay. Sir Benjamin Pond's visit 
won't last long." 

"Ah, ah," said the big city alderman ; "you re- 
ceived my note, in which I announced my visit ?" 

Philip made a sign in the affirmative. Sir Ben- 
jamin placed his hat on a table and, rubbing his 
hands, threw a condescending glance at Philip, 
which seemed to say, " You ought to be proud to 
have a visit from me." He took stock of the fur- 
niture in detail. 

"Very cosey here; very comfortable quarters 
indeed. You are evidently doing well. One is 
constantly hearing of artists who live on buns 
in garrets — upon my word, I don't know any 
such inviting and attractive houses as those in- 
habited by artists, and I flatter myself I know 
them all." 

"Painters surround themselves with a certain 
artistic luxury, as a means of inspiration," said 
Philip; "and then. Sir Benjamin," added he, 
laughing, " I don't see why all the good things 
of this life should be for the fools. Pray, take a 
seat." 

"Thanks," said the patron of arts. " I came — " 

" To arrange for a portrait ?" 

" No, no, not a portrait. Now I hope I sha'n't 
offend you by saying so, but I really don't care 
for portaits in oil. You may say what you like, 
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but, to have a perfect likeness, give me a good 
colored photograph. That's my tackle. For 
fancy portraits, very good, but otherwise — " 

" It sounds promising," thought Lorimer, who 
took up his position near the window, to enjoy 
the fun. 

" The moment a process is discovered for pho- 
tographing color as well as lines and shade," con- 
tinued Sir Benjamin, " nobody will want a painted 
portrait. For a portrait you don't want imagina- 
tion, you want truth, sir, real truth, an exact re- 
production of the original." 

" Some people prefer Madame Tussaud's Exhi- 
bition to the Louvre or the British Museum," said 
Lorimer. 

The city alderman turned round and looked 
at him, and Philip introduced them to each 
other. 

" Sir Benjamin Pond — Mr. Gerald Lorimer, our 
well-known playright; no doubt you know him 
by reputation." 

"Delighted to make your acquaintance," said 
Pond, shaking hands with Lorimer. "I see by the 
papers that you are going to give us a new play. 
When I was a young man I wrote several plays 
myself, but I thought better of it, and, like a good 
Briton, I preferred to be useful to my country 
and go into business. No offence, I hope," added 
he, bursting into loud guffaws. 

" How long is this ass going to stay here boring 
us, I wonder ?" murmured Philip. 

" But to return to the object of my visit," said 
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Sir Benjamin. "A few days ago my daughter 
got married, and, among other presents, I gave 
her the choice of two pictures in my gallery. It 
has left two empty spaces on my wall, one i8 by 
24, another 36 by 50. Now, what have you got 
that would fill them ?" 

" Framed or unframed ?" said Philip, who by 
this time was beginning to thoroughly enjoy the 
situation. 

"Bless me, framed, of course," said Sir Ben- 
jamin. 

" I asked the question merely to form an idea 
of the size of the canvas." 

" Do you think you have what I want ? Some 
pictures that you have finished lately. If they 
are a trifle smaller, it won't matter much. I like 
wide frames, they show their value better ; and 
no picture ever suffered from a good-sized frame. 
I have all my frames made at Denis's — only the 
French know how to frame pictures and bind 
books." 

" A sensible remark," said Lorimer to himself. 

" I am afraid I have nothing to suit you," said 
Philip, in the tone of a bootmaker who has not 
the right-sized shoes for his customer. 

The alderman took a rule out of his pocket, and 
measured several canvases that Philip placed on 
Dora's easel, after having removed the copy that 
she was doing of her own portrait. 

"Too small — too small again — oh, much too 
small. By George, what a pity !" 

** Perhaps you could put two of those in the 
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larger space, Sir Benjamin," suggested Lorimer, 
with a wink at Philip, and without losing that 
British calm which is the strong point of the 
Englishman in critical situations. 

" Two ! oh, dear, no, that would look patchy. I 
am very proud of my gallery, sir — Come and 
see it some day. There is hardly a good modem 
painter that isn't represented there. My philan- 
thropy consists in patronizing the arts, and espe- 
cially modern artists. In buying old pictures you 
put money in the pockets of collectors and deal- 
ers, whereas, in buying pictures from living paint- 
ers, you put money in the pockets of the artists. 
Now, don't you think I'm right ?" 

Philip and Lorimer recognized that this was in- 
deed the best manner of appreciating modem art. 

"And so you have nothing?" continued Sir 
Benjamin. " One i8 by 24, and one 36 by 50," he 
repeated. 

" My work is either too small or too large, I 
fear. I could, within a month or six weeks, fill 
your 18 by 24." 

" No, no, I can't wait. Those open spaces, star- 
ing me in the face, are too awful." 

" I am extremely sorry," said Philip. 
. " So am I," replied Sir Benjamin. " I wanted a 
picture of yours ; I like variety in my gallery." 

" And no doubt he has it," thought Lorimer. 

" Mr. Grantham," continued the city man, " you 
have a great career before you. Everybody says 
so. You'll be an academician before five years are 
over ; you are one of our future great painters." 
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He gazed around the studio once more, and 
suddenly noticing the portrait of Dora, he said, 
" Hello ! what's this ?" and proceeded to measure 
the picture. 

"Why, this is the very thing. Til take this. 
I don't know the original, but she's a deuced 
pretty woman, and if it's a fancy portrait — " 

" It is not quite finished yet." 

" Yes, that's true," said Sir Benjamin ; " I see 
the face and hands want a little — " 

." No, the flowers,*' interrupted Philip ; " but it 
will be finished to-day." 

" Good, send it to me to-morrow." 

" Sir Benjamin, this picture was painted under 
exceptional circumstances. I mean — " 

" That's all right, my dear sir ; your price is 
mine. That is my way of doing business. When 
I have taken a fancy to a picture, I never bargain 
with the artist." 

"You misunderstand me. Sir Benjamin," re- 
turned Philip ; " I simply meant to say that this 
picture is not for sale. It is a portrait of my wife, 
and belongs to her." 

" Oh, that's another matter. In that case, I'll 
say nothing more." 

" I hope to be more fortunate some other time." 

" So do I. Well, good-day, good-day," said Sir 
Benjamin, as Philip handed him his hat. " Very 
pleased to have made your acquaintance. I will 
let you know, as soon as another — " 

" Vacancy occurs," suggested Lorimer. 

" That's it, that's it. Good-bye." 
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Philip would have liked to give him a kick as 
well as his hat. He accompanied the alderman to 
the door, and, returning to the studio, found Lori- 
mer holding his sides with laughter. 

" Those people are the drawbacks of my profes- 
sion, old man. They are enough to disgust you 
with it all. Great heavens, what a fool !" 

" I don't know about that ; they buy pictures 
and pay cash down. One may safely say that but 
for the good, inartistic British middle class, the fine 
arts would have to put up their shutters. Our 
upper classes have only praise and money for for- 
eign works. Have we not musicians by the score 
who have had to resort to Italian noms de guerre 
to get a hearing in this country ? Yes ! I must 
say, I admire our middle classes. If it were not 
for our aldermen and county councillors, who 
have sufficient patriotism to get their portraits 
done in their own country, our English portraitists 
would end their careers in the workhouse. And, 
come, you must own that he was vastly amusing, 
the dear man ; that the imposing big-wig of the 
city was simply killing." And the humor of the 
situation striking him afresh, Lorimer rolled on 
the sofa with laughter, and Dora, entering the 
studio at that moment, discovered him in a far 
from dignified position, his legs cutting figures in 
the air. 

" Oh, you've just come too late," said he, rising 
quickly ; " he is gone." 

" Who is gone ?" said Dora. 

" Why, the patron of the arts, Alderman Sir 
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Benjamin Pond." And in a few words, Lorimer 
described the humorous little scene that had just 
taken place. Then, suddenly remembering his 
appointment, he looked at the clock. 

" By Jove ! it's four o'clock ! That is the time 
I had promised to be at the theatre. I must fly !" 

"Are you off?" said Philip. "I'll go with you. 
I want some fresh air ; I feel stifling, staying all 
day in this confounded studio. Don't worry, dar- 
ling," said he to Dora, on seeing her look at the 
picture that he had begun almost to take a dis- 
like to. " I will finish the picture when I come 
back. As I said, there is only an hour's work to 
do to it." 

" Where in the name of fortune have I put my 
manuscript ?" exclaimed Lorimer. 

" Here it is on the table," said Dora. " Is there 
a woman with a past in it ?" 

" A past ?" said Lorimer. " Four pasts, and fine 
ones, too. Quite enough to make up for all pos- 
sible defects in the play. My dear Mrs. Grant- 
ham, I shall not put in an appearance here again 
until I have written a play with an angel in it." 

" Never mind the angel," said Dora. " Have a 
real, true woman — that's good enough for any- 
body." 

" Oh, well, never mind ; with all her pasts, you 
know, this woman has a great future." 

" I hope so, for your sake. Good-luck." 

Philip and Lorimer got into a cab and went off, 
waving their hands to Dora. 
6i 



VI 

THE INVENTOR 

Philip's state of feverish agitation had not es- 
caped Dora's notice. She had never seen him 
thus preoccupied and restless until to-day. It was 
very evident that he was hiding something from 
her, and that it must be something most impor- 
tant. What could it possibly be ? Philip, hitherto 
always so open and confiding, had failed for the 
first time to unbosom himself to her. She was no 
longer the confidante of his worries and the dis- 
peller of his clouds of depression. There must 
be something very extraordinary going on, some- 
thing quite exceptional and hitherto unknown, 
since she had been kept in the dark concerning 
it. Uncertainty is the cruellest trial for the heart 
of a woman to endure, when that woman is reso- 
lute and brave, and feels ready to face any danger 
courageously. Dora knew herself to be strong 
and valiant enough to brave any ordinary danger, 
but what was the use of that while there was 
notjiing tangible to deal with and defy? This 
incertitude was devouring her. " I am stifling in 
this wretched studio," Philip had said to her, be- 
fore going out with Lorimer. Never had she 
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heard him speak thus of the dear retreat where 
they had passed so many exquisite hours together. 

A kind of presentiment came over Dora that 
their artistic existence was about to be broken 
up. Their past life had been an unbroken chain 
of happy days ; what did the future hold in store ? 
For the first time, Dora could see only a mist of 
uncertainty in front of her. Up to to-day, the 
road had seemed clear and sunny to her happy 
vision, and easy to tread, but now doubt clouded 
her sky ; she could not see ahead. The road was 
perhaps going to branch. Would they take right 
or left? 

"This wretched studio" had dealt her a blow, 
straight at the breast. A man may be irritable, 
sulky, wanting in common politeness even ; he 
may forget himself so far as to lose his temper 
. and use violent language, if you will ; but there 
are hallowed things that he respects in all times 
and seasons, in temper and out of temper, and to 
Dora the studio was one of these things — a tem- 
ple dedicated to all that she most cherished. 

" This wretched studio " signified for her much 
more than Philip had put into the words, for, in 
her brain, things began to take magnified propor- 
tions. In cursing the studio, Philip had cursed his 
art, and for this he had chosen a day like the 
present, the anniversary of their wedding, and just 
when he was to have finished the portrait, whose 
growth she had watched as a child watches, with 
bated breath, the growth of a house of cards, 
which one false touch will destroy. 
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For the first time in her life Dora was miser- 
able. Her pride revolted at the thought that 
something mysterious was passing under their 
roof, and that her husband had not thought fit to 
take her into his confidence. It did not occur to 
her that a man often avoids taking his wife into 
his confidence rather than expose her to the risk 
of a disappointment by talking to her of hopes 
which may not be realized. Besides, there are im- 
portant secrets which a man has to know how to 
keep to himself. A secret disclosed proves to be 
an indiscretion in the confiding one as often as a 
show of faith in the confidante. But Dora felt 
so sure of herself, so strong in her power of devo- 
tion, that it would never have entered her head that 
Philip could not repose entire confidence in her. 

When little Eva returned from a walk, about 
half-past four, accompanied by Hobbs, she found 
her mother in tears, half - lying on the sofa, her 
face hidden in her hands. 

Eva had never seen her mother weep before. 
The effect upon the child was terrible. 

"Mamma, what is the matter?" cried Eva; and 
she burst into violent tears. 

Quickly Dora pressed her handkerchief over 
her eyes to dry them, and smiled at the child. 

" It is nothing at all, darling ; nothing, noth- 
ing." And she took her up and pressed the poor 
little heaving breast to her own, but the more she 
sought to console her, the more the child sobbed 
and cried. It was impossible to calm her grief ; 
it was heartrending. 
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*' Mamma, mamma, are we hot going to be happy 
any more ?" 

Dora rocked her beloved Eva in her arms and 
said, with a gay laugh : 

" What a little goose it is ! Was there ever such 
a goosikins ?" 

Eva had hidden her face on her mother's shoul- 
der, and dared not look up for fear of seeing the 
awful mysterious something that had caused the 
state of distress in which she had discovered her 
mother. Her sobs finally died down into hic- 
coughs, and Dora began to sing to her some songs 
that the child loved. Eva gazed at her mother, 
whose face had regained its look of serenity, and 
then, growing bolder, glanced around into every 
corner of the room." Smiling once more, after 
her cautious survey of her surroundings, she en- 
sconced herself more comfortably upon Dora's 
knees and said: 

" AVeren't we stupid, mamma ? There is noth- 
ing here, is there? But where can daddy be? 
How lazy he is to-day !" 

" Yes, isn't he ? Naughty father, he ought to be 
at work." 

" When I marry," said Eva, " I shall never have 
a painter." 

" Why ?" asked Dora, whom the child's chatter 
always amused. 

" Oh, because — I don't^ know — a painter is too 
busy always — ^he doesn't play with little girls. 
When I have a little girl, I shall play with her all 
day long." 
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Dora felt the reproach stab straight to her 
heart. She was on the verge of tears once more, 
and felt a choking lump in her throat, but she 
mastered the emotion. 

"Then what kind of man shall you marry?" 
said she, with an effort at her gayest tones. 

" None at all. I shall stay and live with you 
always; or else I shall be a nurse, like Aunt 
Gabrielle." 

"To nurse sick people and take care of the 
poor who are suffering ?" 

" Yes," replied Eva, " and to wear a dress just 
like Auntie's." 

" Oh, that is your reason, eh ? a very good one." 

Gabrielle looked her best, perhaps, in the nurse's 
costume which had so taken Eva's fancy. Of the 
purely English type, with rosy complexion, deli- 
cate features, sweet, soft eyes and fair hair, and 
with that mixture of modesty and assurance in 
her bearing which is so characteristic of the best 
of her countrywomen, she lent a fresh charm to 
the always pleasing semi-nun-like attire worn by 
hospital nurses. Something of that joy of living, 
which angels seem to stamp upon the faces of 
women who devote themselves to the well-being 
and happiness of others, and to the assuaging of 
pain and suffering, had fascinated her little niece. 
Eva felt the charm without being able to analyze 
it. She knew that Aunt Gabrielle would look 
beautiful in any dress, but thought that she was 
lovely in her nurse's garb. 

The child had forgotten all her tears, and went 
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on with her prattle. It was nearly five o'clock 
when Philip came in, evidently in a poor humor, 
and muttering words that did not reach Dora's ear. 

" Eva,** said he, " you must go and get dressed 
now, there's a good child; we are going to dine a 
little earlier to-night, so that you may sit up to 
dinner with us. You know, it is a holiday to-day; 
it is the anniversary of the day daddy and mamma 
were married on — 1*11 warrant there will be a spe- 
cial pudding for the occasion." 

Eva ran off, singing in her delight, and went to 
find Hobbs. A moment later her little silvery 
voice was heard at the top of the stairs, announc- 
ing to her nurse that she was to stay up to din- 
ner with mamma and daddy. 

Presently the sound of the delightful babble 
ceased with the closing of the nursery door. 

**You have scarcely had time to go down to 
the theatre," said Dora. 

"No," replied Philip. "Lorimer began upon 
his endless theories again — what a bore he is 
when he talks like that ! I could not stand him 
to-day; and, besides, I thought I had better get 
back and go on with the portrait until dinner." 

He looked at the clock and took off his coat. 

" It is going to be done to-day, after all, then, 
that wretched portrait," said Dora, laughing and 
laying a stress on the word " wretched." 

" Why do you say that?" 

" Because I see you are tired of it." 

"To tell you the truth, I am dying to get it 
done." 
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He put on his velvet jacket, sat at the easel, 
took his palette and his brushes. 

" Now, then, to work!" said he. 

" It is only five o'clock," said Dora; " you have 
a good deal of time yet before dinner." 

He mixed his colors, and was soon apparently 
engrossed in the pansies. He worked three-quar- 
ters of an hour without stopping. Dora had 
taken a book, and sat reading, a few paces from 
the easel. 

On the stroke of six a violent ring at the bell, 
impatiently repeated, was heard at the door. 
Philip, who had heard a cab draw up outside 
the studio, trembled with excitement at the sound 
of the bell, and let fall his palette and brush. 

"It is he," he cried; "it is de Lussac ! no one 
else would ring violently like that. He has good 
news, he must have — yes," he shouted, wild with 
joy, " it is his step, I hear him." 

And he ran to meet the young attach6, whose 
voice he recognized. 

Dora had thrown her book down on the sofa, 
and had risen from her chair. 

De Lussac came briskly into the studio, with a 
telegram in his hand, which he waved about his 
head. 

" Good news ! Victory !" he cried. " Hip, hip, 
hurrah ! as you say in England — adopted unani- 
mously, my dear fellow. The government offers 
you a million francs for the shell — ^here is the 
wire !" 

Philip was half beside himself with joy. He 
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seized the telegram from the hands of the attach6, 
read it, re-read it, and handed it back. 

Dora, mute, immobile, was standing a couple of 
paces off. 

" Oh, Dora, dear, my dream is realized at last ! 
For months I have worked in secret. I was so 
afraid of failing that I have never dared mention 
a word to you about this thing, but I have suc- 
ceeded. I am rewarded for all my labor and 
agony of anxiety about my invention. This shell 
is bought by the French government. I am rich 
— rich !" he cried. " Do you hear, darling ? Oh, 
my Dora V 

And he folded her lovingly in his arms. 

Eva had come, running in at the sound of her 
father's shouts, which had reached her ears. 

" Daddy, daddy, what is the matter ?" 

Philip seized the child and lifted her in the air. 

" Why, the matter is that your papa is a rich 
man. Are you glad ?" 

" Oh yes, of course I am very glad," said the 
child, seeing her father's beaming face. " Then 
we are going to be happier than ever." 

" Why, to be sure we are," said Philip, execut- 
ing another swing of the child into the air. 

Dora seemed to be stunned. She did not real- 
ize the situation, which, for that matter, could 
only be fully explained by Philip later on. All 
that the poor woman clearly understood for the 
moment was that in the present state of excite- 
ment in which Philip appeared to be, he would 
certainly not finish the portrait that day. 
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Philip begged de Lussac to stay and dine, and 
also sent a telegram to Lorimer, to tell him the 
great news and ask him to try and join them. 
He needed friends to help him bear his joy. To 
bear hers, Dora would have chosen to be alone 
with Philip. 

In moments of greatest joy a woman prefers 
solitude with the man she loves, and Dora was 
vexed that Philip should invite de Lussac and 
Lorimer to pass this evening with him. 

The two sexes will probably never understand 
each other. ' 

It may possibly be that each one judges the 
other by its own. 



VII 

THE NEW HOUSE 

To Dora the vow that she had taken on her 
wedding-day was a sacred thing. As he knelt at 
her side in church, Philip had murmured low in 
her ear: "Before God and man I love you." 
This had sufficed her, and, following on it, even 
the words of the Church service pronounced by 
the priest had seemed almost superfluous. The 
phrase uttered in that solemn moment had sealed 
her fate and ordained her line of conduct. Her 
life belonged to this man. Besides, had she not 
in firm, clear tones given her promise to love, 
honor, and obey him ? To her this was no empty 
formula — it was an oath ; and she had sworn 
that, come what would, how fatal soever to her 
personal happiness, she would be loyal to her vow. 

She prepared to play her new role with the 
ardor which she had always shown in seconding 
her husband, even in the most trifling affairs of 
life, quietly effacing herself, satisfied and happy if 
Philip seemed to appreciate the efforts that she 
made to please him. 

Philip left his house in Elm Avenue without 
even trying to sublet it. He took a house in Bel* 
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gravia and installed himself there among the aris- 
tocracy and plutocracy of London. Mayfair is, 
perhaps, still more aristocratic and select ; but it 
is sombre, its streets are narrow, and Philip had 
been too long accustomed to plenty of light to 
care to bury himself alive in the midst of its dark, 
depressing - looking streets. Mayfair is to Bel- 
gravia what the Rue St. Dominique is to the Ave- 
nue des Champs £lys6es in Paris. 

The rent of' his house was a thousand a year. 
When he added what he would have to pay in 
parish taxes, Queen's taxes, and all those little 
blessings which endear Great Britain to every 
true-born Englishman, Philip had to come to the 
conclusion that his new house would cost him 
about fifteen hundred pounds a year. 

He spent some five thousand pounds upon his 
installation. The funiture was chosen by Dora, 
who was consulted upon every point. Most of 
the things from the St. John's Wood house were 
distributed throughout the new one, but Dora 
took it upon her to arrange, on the ground floor, 
behind the dining-room, the library, exactly as it 
had been arranged in Elm Avenue ; not a book, 
nor a picture, not a photograph, nor a knick- 
knack was forgotten. Dora had the bump of 
remembrance. 

This library would be her favorite room, she 
said to herself, and she would pass an hour or 
two every day here among the souvenirs of the 
happy days lived in the artists' quarter. Near 
the drawing-room Philip arranged a room which 
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might have passed for a studio in the eyes of 
people who see likenesses everywhere. To speak 
truly, there was no longer a studio. 

As for painting, there was no more question of 
that; Philip had other ideas in his head. He 
would go into society and would entertain. He 
could do it now that he had a suitable house. 
He would make useful acquaintances, and the 
celebrity that his invention of the famous shell 
had brought him would lead to his being sought 
after. He had no doubts, no misgivings. The 
future was safe enough. 

Occasionally, however, he fell into reflection. 
He had spent something like five thousand 
pounds over his installation ; there remained 
therefore in hand not more than thirty-two or 
three thousand pounds. At five per cent, inter- 
est, that would bring him an income of some fif- 
teen hundred pounds, just about the amount of 
his rent and taxes. Now, he had started his new 
existence on a scale which entailed an expendi- 
ture of at least ten thousand a year. He would 
therefore need to earn the rest, about eight thou- 
sand pounds, or else his capital would last him 
only four years. There it was — a judgment with- 
out appeal, arrived at by the inflexible rule of three. 

It is not money that ensures a man's being rich, 
it is the excess of his receipts over his expendi- 
tures. Such is the declaration made by that g^eat 
philosopher who was called Monsieur de la Palice. 
Such is also, however, the principle which even 
very intelligent people fail to understand. 
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Philip reflected. " Pooh !" said he to himself, 
" there is no need to bother myself yet, fortune 
has smiled on me once, she will again." 

Dora consented to everything without a mur- 
mur. With the exception of a general sadness, 
which she could not entirely dissimulate, she gave 
no outward sign of dissent, and approved before 
Philip many things which she tacitly condemned. 
She did not encourage her husband in his new 
ideas, but she did not feel the strength of will to 
discourage him. She would not earn reproaches. 
She had taken a resolution to let events follow 
their course and to remain firm at her post of 
observation, so as to be ready to save Philip be- 
fore the coming of the downfall which to her 
seemed inevitable. She almost found a happiness 
in this new part. " I will prevent his going under," 
she said to herself. 

Gayety had vanished, there was no more laugh- 
ter, the chief subject of talk was speculations. In 
the mornings Philip read the financial papers. 

" By Jove !" he would exclaim, " here is a South 
African mine which was worth £i a share. These 
shares are now worth ;^i2." Philip was probably 
seeking to solve this problem : How can I make 
;^8ooo a year with a capital of hardly ;^4o,ooo ? 
And the devil answered him : By placing your 
money where you can get twenty-five per cent, 
interest for it. 

Philip was anxious ; Dora was depressed ; life 
was monotonous, and they were both bored to 
death. Dora would fain have said to the French 
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government, much as good old La Fontaine's cob- 
bler said to the financier, **Give me back my songs 
and take again your lucre." 

The artists, writers, and all the friends who had 
frequented the old house dropped away one after 
another, till Lorimer was almost the only one they 
continued to see anything of. He had always felt 
a sincere friendship for Philip and Dora, and now 
they were playing a little comedy before him 
which interested him keenly. He watched closely 
and awaited the d6nouement. He came in his 
. old intimate way, without waiting to be asked. 
His frequent visits delighted Dora, for he was the 
only friend to whom she opened her heart or from 
whom she could hope for sound advice. " Be pa- 
tient," he would say, " Philip will grow tired of 
this kind of life ; one of these days he will set 
to work, and will return to his studio never to 
leave it." 

To speak truly, Dora scarcely had time to brood 
on the past. The management of her house, 
which was kept with scrupulous order, six ser- 
vants to superintend, her child to be watched over, 
visits to pay and receive — all these things filled up 
her time. But, full of occupation as her days might 
be, the life that they composed appeared to her 
empty and aimless, compared to the one she had 
led hitherto. 

Once a week she received, and her rooms were 
crowded. By her sweetness and tact, the sim- 
plicity of her manner and rare beauty of her face 
and figure, it had been easy for her to make the 
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conquest of the fashionable world as, years before, 
she had made the conquest of the artistic one. 
The men were loud and untiring in their praises 
of her. The women, who, with the best will in 
the world to do so, could find no flaw in her, de- 
clared that she was "very nice." Some of them 
went so far as to pronounce her charming, and 
one or two to say that she was fit to be a duchess. 

" What do you think of my new acquaintances ?" 
asked Dora of Lorimer, after he had helped her 
to entertain a number of them on a Thursday 
afternoon." 

" Lady A. is pretty," he replied ; " Lady B. is 
not bad in her own style." 

" No, no, I ask you for a general opinion." 

" In the lump ? Well, I would give the whole 
batch for a new umbrella." 

" You are like me," said Dora. " I would give 
all the trees of Hyde Park and Kensington Gar- 
dens for the few chestnuts and limes in my garden 
in Elm Avenue. And how stupidly they kill time, 
all these people ! In spite of their rank and their 
fortune, they are bored to death. I can see it in 
their wrinkled foreheads and quenched, weary- 
looking eyes. The theatre makes them yawn, 
they prefer the vulgar inanities of the music-halls ; 
they do not read ; art is nothing to them ; their 
parties are mass-i^eetings, where one is hours on 
one's feet without being able to move or talk com- 
fortably, and to get a sandwich or a glass of cham- 
pagne costs the poor victims of this strange hos- 
pitality frantic struggles. When they speak of 
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their pleasures it is with a sigh as if they were so 
many irksome tasks, and, the season over, they go 
to Homburg or elsewhere to drink the waters and 
get set up and patched up in readiness for the 
shooting and house parties of the autumn. 

" You exaggerate slightly," said Lorimer; " there 
are in that set plenty of very clever people with 
literary and artistic tastes, but I g^ant you that 
the majority lead a pitiful existence." 

Dora had taken a violent dislike to society, so 
when Lorimer came she often revenged herself 
for the smiles she was obliged to dispense to her 
new acquaintances by running them down to her 
heart's content. 

Philip had lately been several times to Paris 
without taking Dora, as he had always done for- 
merly. He had not confided to her the object of 
these journeys, but had contented himself with 
telling her that he was going on business. He 
was always back again on the second or third day. 

Without entering into details, he had mentioned 
some visits to the Russian Embassy. He had 
even confided to her that, in consequence of a 
rather lengthy correspondence between the Rus- 
sian ambassador in Paris and General Ivan Sab- 
aroff, War Minister in St. Petersburg, it was not 
impossible that the Czar might make overtures to 
him for the purchase of the shell he had invented. 
The French Government, he said, would not be 
opposed to his accepting such overtures from an 
ally of France. 

There would be nothing very extraordinary in 
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such a proceeding, of course. The young Czar 
of all the Russias and the worthy President of 
the Republic had given each other the kiss of 
brotherhood in public ; Monsieur Felix Faure had 
returned the visit which the young sovereign had 
paid him ; and there had been signed at St. 
Petersburg that gigantic joke, that Titanic hoax 
which is called the Franco-Russian alliance, an 
alliance between the Phrygian cap and the Cossack 
cap, between the sons of the g^eat Revolution and 
the scourgers of women, an alliance, by the terms 
of which the blind Gallic cook undertook to pull 
the chestnuts out of the fire for the wily bear of 
the Caucasians, and gave to the rest of Europe a 
grotesque and amusing spectacle. The French 
badaud rarely misses an opportunity of making 
France the laughing-stock of the whole world. 
It is much to be regretted that the French do not 
read the two or three columns that are devoted 
to them every day by the newspapers of London, 
New York, and Berlin. Their follies supply these 
great dailies with more material for comment than 
they can hope to get out of all that goes on in 
their respective countries, and that, I say it to 
their credit and to be just, without bitterness, 
without prejudice, for France counts among her 
sincerest friends and admirers, in England and 
America, all that is most intelligent and enlight- 
ened in these two countries of light and leading. 
It is a cosmopolitan traveller, French-born and 
still French at heart, who ventures to speak thus 
in parenthesis. Alexis de Tocqueville might have 
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written in the year of grace 1899 the following 
lines, which were penned by him in 1849, " France, 
the most brilliant and most dangerous nation of 
Europe, is destined ever to be, in turn, an object 
of admiration, of hatred, of terror, and of pity, but 
of indifference, never." 



VIII 
THE HOUSE-WARMING 

Philip decided to give a house-warming party 
in the month of November, and to ask to a large 
s(nrie musicale all the society notabilities — in fact, 
all London and his wife. Cards of invitation were 
sent to ambassadors, cabinet ministers, aristoc- 
racy, and city princes. He invited a few literary 
friends, but not many artists, being afraid of pass- 
ing for a man who was trying to dazzle his less 
fortunate brothers in art by his wealth. Perhaps 
he also rather feared meeting them — the studio 
world has not a very developed bump of admira- 
tion for painters who make a rapid fortune and 
settle in Belgravia. Those who believed that he 
still painted had nicknamed him le Grantham des 
Salons^ a not very brilliant pun upon his natne, 
which sounded rather like the two French words 
grand homme. Between four and five hundred 
people accepted invitations. The artists for the 
most part refused, ''having a previous engage* 
ment which prevented them from accepting Mrs. 
Philip Grantham's kind invitation." Poor Dora 
seemed to see the artistic world slipping away 
from her, since Art itself had deserted the house, 

80 



THE HOUSE-WARMING 

Lorimer had accepted. Thank Heaven, she would 
at least have one real friend at her reception ! 
She set about doing her best to insure the success 
of her party. She had a long list of the people 
who were coming, all well-known names. She 
gave carte blanche to the best impresario of Lon- 
don, who was intrusted with the arrangement of 
the musical programme. She ordered her supper 
from Benoist, and flowers and palms in profusion 
for the decoration of the house, and went to the 
best dressmaker in London for a gown, which, 
when it came home, Philip pronounced simply 
beyond competition. Dora was a born grande 
dame. True, she preferred the simple intellectual 
life that she had led hitherto, but she was fitted 
to shine in the gay world. If she had been the 
wife of the President of the French Republic, all 
the Faubourg St. Germain would willingly have 
rendered her homage at the Elys6e, and would 
probably have said, on returning home, " A Ripub- 
licaine can be as beautiful, witty, and distinguished- 
looking as the most high-born Marquise^ were she 
as noble as Charlemagne or Louis XIV." 

Dora felt sure of herself, certain of doing honor 
to Philip, and, notwithstanding the profound sad- 
ness that reigned in her heart, she was still woman 
enough to rejoice in advance over the success 
which she anticipated. She accordingly made 
all her preparations to that end, and took pains 
to put her beauty and intelligence at her hus- 
band's service. Philip, for that matter, did things 
in lordly style; he had given Dora an unlimited 
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credit — carte blanche — that is to say a bknk check. 
Philip wished to have a great social success. 

Without saying anything to his wife, he had 
sent invitations to all the principal papers, think- 
ing that if the editors did not come they would 
not fail to send reporters who would write ac- 
counts of the party, the publication of which 
would make them known, he and Dora, in the 
society in which he had taken a firm resolution to 
shine. 

The concert alone caused Dora some anxiety. 
She almost regretted having had " music " printed 
on her cards. Her artistic temperament had often 
caused her to pity from the bottom of her heart 
those pianists and singers, whom nobody listens 
to at parties, and whose first notes invariably gave 
the signal for general conversation. She thought 
this unmannerly, even offensive, not only to the 
hosts, but to the artistes. The shopkeeper de- 
mands only the price of the goods that he sells 
you, and it is a matter of indifference to him 
whether you have your hat in your hand or on 
your head in his shop. The artiste is more diffi- 
cult to please. He asks for the appreciation of 
those who pay him, and more than one celebrated 
star has consented to sing in drawing-rooms for 
hundreds of pounds, but only on the formal con- 
dition that silence would be enforced. It must 
be said that at these gatherings many people, who 
are too busy to pay one another frequent calls, 
are pleased to have the opportunity of meeting, 
the men to talk of politics and business, the women 
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of dress, theatres, gossip, or scandals. They can 
so well dispense with music that many English- 
women have the words " no music " printed on 
their invitation cards. I know one who, in order to 
persuade me to accept her invitation, put a post- 
script thus : " I shall have a Hungarian orchestra, 
but you won't hear it." 

Dora was reassured, however, as the impresario 
who was to arrange the music knew his public. 
He had guaranteed her " complete satisfaction." 

She thought no more about it, and awaited the 
day with all the serenity of a society stager who 
had done nothing else all her life. 



IX 

THE CONFESSION 

Like the great Cond6, on the eve of the battle 
of Rocroy, Dora slept peacefully and profoundly 
on the eve of the day that was to see her play the 
r6le of hostess for the first time in her new house 
in Belgravia. 

She was careful not to tire herself during the 
day, in order to feel fresh and alert at half-past 
nine, the hour at which the guests would begin to 
arrive. 

For a mistress of a house — for a novice especially 
— a reception of this kind is a severe trial. She 
stands four mortal hours at the entrance of the 
drawing-room, all the while on the qui-vive. She 
would like to possess a hundred pairs of eyes in- 
stead of one, to assure herself that everything is 
going as smoothly as she could wish, for the least 
little contretemps will spoil the party. Out of 
four hundred people who accept invitations, two 
hundred come to criticise — some the music, others 
the supper, others the wines, others the dresses. 
If there is the slightest hitch in the proceedings, 
there are whispered comments on it. If the music 
is bad, people drown it with their voices ; if the 
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supper is of doubtful quality, they go early ; if 
the servants do not number the hats carefully, the 
men, on leaving, choose the best that come to 
their notice ; if the hostess is embarrassed, they 
smile. If the women meet people whom they 
have ceased to know, they look bored. The most 
thankless task in the world is giving a large "At 
Home." I know many women who, after giving 
such parties, have to go to bed for a couple of 
days. 

Dora dined lightly at seven o'clock, and, after 
giving her last instructions, went to dress. At 
nine o'clock she was ready. Her white dress of 
exquisite material, trimmed with old lace and 
silver embroidery, suited her to perfection, and 
set of! ' every line of her supple figure. She 
seemed to be moulded in it. She wore a riviere 
of diamonds and emeralds, and three magnificent 
diamond stars were fastened on her bodice. 
Philip had given her these diamonds, to console 
her for the portrait that he had not had the 
courage to finish. She would have infinitely pre- 
ferred the portrait, but she accepted the jewels 
willingly, and, thanking her husband prettily, she 
said to herself : ** When the shell bursts, its pieces 
will be useful. I shall, at any rate, have a couple 
of thousand pounds with which to face the situa- 
tion." She wore no ornament in her hair, which 
seemed to be proud of being intrusted alone with 
the task of showing off her beautiful, pure, Ma- 
donna-like face. Never had a lovelier head, 
framed in luxuriant tresses, been placed more 
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proudly on classical shoulders. Her beauty was 
dazzling. 

She went into the drawing-room to give a last 
glance at the decorations. Everything looked 
perfect. 

Notwithstanding the air of calm and simple 
dignity that her face wore, like all who have the 
knowledge of their own worth and who know 
their triumph is assured, those who had examined 
Dora's expression attentively would have discov- 
ered a new anxiety depicted on her countenance, 
perhaps nothing very important, but nevertheless 
an annoyance at the least. 

General Ivan Sabaroff, Russian War Minister, 
was in London. Philip had invited him to Dora's 
party, and he had accepted. Philip told his wife 
this at dinner. 

Dora sat down in the drawing-room with a 
cloud on her brow. 

"Sabaroff!** she said to herself, "General Saba- 
roff! What if it be the Colonel Sabaroff that I 
met eight years ago at Monte Carlo ? He was 
already much talked about. To-day he is the 
Russian Minister of War — it is quite possible, 
even probable ; but then? See the man again! Oh 
no, never ! And, yet, I shall be obliged to receive 
him — I shall warn Philip that he had a detestable 
reputation with women, and if that does not suf- 
fice, well — I will tell Philip everything. And why 
shouldn't I? The confession will not be very 
painful, and I have often been on the point of 
making it. I have made up my mind — I will not, 
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and I cannot meet this man. I will be polite to 
him to-night, but very distant ; of course, I know 
what is expected of me as hostess. After that I 
hope there will be an end of it." 

This resolution seemed to clear away the clouds 
from her face. She smiled eagerly at her hus- 
band when he came gayly into the drawing-room. 

" Everything is ready and admirably arranged," 
said Philip. "The drawing-room is decorated 
with such taste ! Ah, my dearest, it is easy to see 
you have had a hand in the arrangements. I 
recognize your touch in a thousand little details. 
Your party will be a huge success — the rooms 
will look splendid, the music will be excellent, 
the supper first-rate, and we shall have a regular 
crowd of celebrities and pretty women — it will be 
a triumph! And you, darling — how beautiful 
you look to-night ! that gown suits you to per- 
fection. I wish I was going to have you all to 
myself." 

" How absurd ! nothing would have been easier, 
if you had only expressed the wish," said she, 
a little piqued. 

There are many men who are on the point of 
falling in love with their wives when they see 
them near to making the conquest of a crowd of 
outsiders. 

"And those diamonds," continued he, "how 
splendid they look on you ! You were built to 
wear a diadem, that's your style. At last you are 
playing your proper rdle, and I am proud to see 
you doing the honors of a house that is worthy 
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of you. When I come to think of it, fortune has 
been very kind to me.** 

On seeing Dora quite unmoved, he added : 

" Really, one would think, to look at you, that 
all this does not stir you to the least enthusiasm ; 
it's curious ! sometimes I can't quite make you 
out. I am nearly beside myself with delight. 
Now, listen a moment," said he, taking her hand, 
" I am negotiating with Russia. If they take my 
invention, as I have every hope that they will, 
my ambition will be satisfied, my wildest dreams 
realized. I shall be rich. You know we are not 
really rich. It costs a perfect * fortune to keep 
this house going. Ah, but only let General Sab- 
aroff approve of my shell, and, dearest, we are 
all right." 

He rubbed his hands with joy. 

" Philip," said Dora, " I want to speak to you 
about this General Sabaroff." 

" Yes, yes," said Philip, without heeding her ; 
" I want you to charm him. You must make k 
conquest of him. Bring all your diplomacy to 
bear. He has an immense influence at the Rus- 
sian Court, and is, I hear, the favorite minister of 
' the Czar. Being Minister of War, he is the mas- 
ter, the autocrat of his department. And, darling, 
I count on you to help me. I repeat to you, 
everything depends on him." 

" Money again, Philip, always money," replied 
Dora. "Are you not rich enough yet? If we 
have not the income to keep a house like this, 
why do we live in it? Why should we live 
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beyond our means? I don't think it is right, 
Philip. What has become of those happy days 
when we loved each other so much, and when 
you thought only of your art? Ah, give me 
back my dear studio/' 

" I am not rich enough yet," said Philip, " but 
I am perhaps on the road that leads to fortune." 

" You were rich before, and on the road to fame. 
I loved an artist and I adored his art." 

" Oh, deuce take art and artists," cried Philip, 
getting angry. 

" Philip, how can you ? If you only knew how 
it pains me to hear you speak like that." 

" Well, my dear Dora," said Philip, " there are 
times at which I can scarcely keep my patience 
with you — you don't interest yourself in me as 
you used to do." 

" Is it really you who dare speak to me in that 
way ?" exclaimed Dora, indignantly. " Is it you 
who accuse me of not being the same, you who 
consecrated your life to art and to my happiness, 
and who to-day think of nothing but making 
money, like the first city man in the street. There 
are times when I long to go and earn my own liv- 
ing with my brush. The only thing that holds 
me back is Eva — you too, perhaps, for I am cer- 
tain that one of these days you will cry *help,* 
and I shall have to rescue you from drowning." 

" You are ungrateful, Dora. It is for you that I 
work." 

" For me ? But can't you see I loathe the life 
I lead? For me? When the thirst for wealth 
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gets hold of a man, he has always the same ex- 
cuse — it is not for himself. It is even the eternal 
parrot-cry of the miser ; if he holds fast to his 
money, it is for the children ; and under this pre- 
text he renders his wife, his children, and every 
one around him as miserable as he is himself." 

" Night and day," said Philip, " I have worked, 
and God is my witness that in working all my 
thoughts were for you. Now that I am almost 
at the goal, you turn against me — you refuse to 
give a smile to the man who can realize all my 
hopes." 

" Ah, why do you choose that one ?" said Dora, 
frowning. 

"What a funny remark!" said Philip. "Just 
as if he was my choice." 

Then, looking at Dora, who seemed agitated, he 
added : 

" What do you mean ?" 

" I have been told that General Sabaroff is a 
libertine, a rou6 of the worst type, and you know 
what a detestation I have of such men." 

" Let him be what he likes ; what on earth does 
it matter to me?" exclaimed Philip. *' Really, 
Dora, you can help me with a few smiles, ask him 
to come and see you on one of your Thursdays, 
without compromising yourself, and without your 
virtue running any danger. It ought to be easy 
enough for a woman to protect her virtue against 
a man — in a drawing-room," added Philip, with a 
slightly mocking air which intensely displeased 
Dora. 
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" Yes, much easier than protecting one's repu- 
tation against women. I hope you will not insist. 
I shall receive the General politely — that goes 
without saying — but I shall certainly not ask him 
to come and see me on the days I receive or the 
days on which I do not receive." 

Philip and Dora- looked at each other for a few 
seconds. They seemed both very determined. 

" And suppose I insist," said Philip, who was 
the first to break the silence, " and, what is more, 
suppose I expect you to do what I wish." 

" In that case," said Dora, " since there is no 
other way of obtaining your indulgence, stay a 
moment and listen to me." 

Philip looked at the clock.. 

" There is plenty of time," continued Dora, " we 
have nearly half an hour before any one will come. 
My dear Philip, I have every reason to believe 
that this General Sabaroff is no stranger to me. 
Perhaps I should have told you this before, but 
when I have been on the point of doing so, I 
always said to myself, * What is the use ?' and I 
really did not see the need of it. This is the inci- 
dent in two words. When I was nineteen, just 
out of the school-room, my aunt took me to winter 
in the Riviera. Among the many people we met 
there was a Colonel Sabaroff, a man of about 
thirty-five. From the first he paid me marked 
attention, and at the end of two months he 
made me an offer of marriage. He was hand- 
some, clever, say fascinating if you like, had the 
reputation of being a brilliant officer, and was 
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much sought after in society. I, a mere child, 
could not but feel flattered at his choice of me. 
What my answer might have been — I had asked 
for a week to consider it — I can scarcely tell, 
although my heart, I can say in all sincerity, was 
not touched. A bal masquS was to be held that 
week, and my aunt had subscribed to it, but she 
disliked public balls, and it had been decided that 
we were not to go, especially as she thought it 
hardly proper for two women alone to be present 
at such a ball. You know, my aunt was then 
still young and pretty. However, my uncle, 
arriving from England on the day of the ball, 
persuaded her to let him take me, for he guessed 
at my eagerness to go, and he assured her that if 
he came with me the strictest British propriety 
would be satisfied. When we reached the ball it 
was already late. After making a tour of the 
rooms, we sat down in a dimly lit conservatory, 
and I was just going to tell him of the offer of 
marriage I had received, when I started at hearing 
Colonel Sabaroff*s voice in low but fierce alterca- 
tion with that of a woman. Both were masked, 
and the language they spoke in was French, which 
was unintelligible to my uncle. Signing to him 
to keep silence, I listened intently. My own future 
was decided in those few minutes. But what need 
I tell you more except that I, a girl ignorant of 
all the world's falseness and ugly coarseness, sat 
dumfounded, petrified, as the history of a vulgar 
liaison was unfolded to my young ears, and the 
man who had asked for my hand and heart flung 
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off a wretched woman who, to her own undoing, 
had given herself to him a year before." 

" What did you do ?" asked Philip. 

" I sat spellbound as long as their conversation 
lasted ; but when they rose and passed in front 
of us, I removed my mask, looked the man 
straight in the face, and, in as steady a voice as 
I could command, asked my uncle to take me 
home." 

" Did you see any more of him after that ?" 

" No ; the next day, at my request, we left Monte 
Carlo. During several months I received letters 
from him, all of which I tore up without reading, 
and soon, thank God, I ceased to know whether 
he existed or not." 

" Perhaps it is he who sends the pansies ?" said 
Philip. 

" Don't talk nonsense," replied Dora. 

" But General Sabaroff may not be the man at 
all." 

" I feel sure he must be," said Dora. " The de- 
scription I have been given of him corresponds 
perfectly. Philip, if it should be so, you won't 
throw me into the society of this man, will you ? 
You won't ask me to make him welcome here ?" 

A servant came in the room to say that the deco- 
rations in the dining-room were "finished, and to 
ask whether Dora would go and give a look to 
them before the florist left the house. 

" Very well," said she to the servant, " I will 
go. 

And, smiling at Philip, she said to him : 
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" It is understood, then — you will not insist any 
more, Philip." 

" Curious tricks Fate plays us all !" exclaimed 
Philip when Dora had gone. " One would think 
the devil had a hand in it.** 

It was half - past nine ; nobody was likely to 
come before ten o'clock. He went down-stairs to 
the library and asked for a glass of fine champagne 
and seltzer water. He was pained to see Dora 
lose her gayety. To give him his due, his one 
hope was to soon see his ambitious dreams real- 
ized, to consecrate anew his whole existence to 
his wife. He hated himself for being unable to 
do so at once. But he had gone too far to retrace 
his steps. He seemed to be carried along by an 
irresistible current. In his heart of hearts he felt 
poignantly how much he was in the wrong, but 
he could not bring himself to break off yet and 
give up his darling hopes. His behavior had as- 
sumed a disgraceful aspect to his eyes, although 
he dared not own it to himself. Often and often 
he longed to go and throw himself at Dora's feet. 
He had not the moral courage necessary to take 
a decision on which the whole happiness of his 
wife depended. Every feeling of delicacy and 
generosity in his composition revolted within 
him, for he adored her. He fought hard, but 
each time he returned to the attack he was van- 
quished. 

Philip was unhappy, in spite of the gayety he 
forced himself to assume ; with him was a mortal 
sadness. 
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He swallowed his drink, sat down, and began 
to think over what Dora had said to him. 

" Suppose,** thought he, " that General Sabaroff 
should turn out to be Dora's old admirer. Well, 
what then ? He must have forgotten her long 
ago — she never had any love for him — not even 
a school-girl's love. Where is the danger ? She 
has a painful recollection of him ; but she is no 
longer a child, she is a woman of the world. Why 
should she not conquer her antipathy for him and 
make use of a little diplomacy to render me a 
service ? I must absolutely get General Sabaroff's 
approval. Everything depends on that. But, 
what if he should not have forgotten her, if he 
still loved her ? He would not feel disposed to 
place a fortune in my hands. Stay, though per- 
haps he would, on the contrary, to please Dora. 
Another reason why she should be amiable to 
him—" 

His evil genius urged him on. 

" It's decided," said he ; " whatever it may cost, 
I must have the man's approbation of my shell — 
and I must have that money to be rich — really 
rich. Yes, my dear father, I shall be wealthy, 
and I will prove to you that it is possible to make 
a fortune without being your slave." 

His spirits brightened considerably, and, rub- 
bing his hands cheerfully, he strode up and down 
the room exultantly, perfectly convinced that he 
had formed a resolution which would turn Out 
to his advantage. 

** Suppose I should succeed ! Well, of course I 
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shall succeed. I must — something tells me I shall 
— I will. Yes, this man Sabre -off or Sabre -on 
must be made much of. As to Dora — with some 
wives it might be a risky experiment, but with 
her — ^why, I should as soon think of doubting my 
own existence as of doubting her ! Oh, my 
darling !*' said he, aloud, taking up a photograph 
of Dora and kissing it," forgive me for having 
had such a thought, and still more for having 
expressed it. Yes, she must receive this, man 
smilingly whether he turns out to be a Sir 
Galahad or not. I have gone too far to draw 
back now. It's annoying all the same — pity 
there is so much sentimental nonsense in even 
the best of women, and Dora is one out of ten 
Jhousand." 

The final chords of a pianoforte solo reached 
his ears, followed by loud applause. 

"By Jove," said he, "I was nearly forgetting 
all about the party." 

He hurriedly left the library and went up-stairs 
to the drawing-room. 
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Dora was receiving her guests at the top of the 
staircase, at the entrance of the large drawing- 
room. Philip found about thirty people already 
arrived, and he proceeded to shake hands and 
distribute words of welcome. At half-past ten it 
had become difficult to circulate in the rooms ; 
the staircase and hall were crowded, but a stream 
of carriages still flowed up. 

At eleven o'clock the fSte was at its height, 
veritably dazzling. The lights, the flowers, made 
it a fairy scene. It was a phantasmagoria of 
heads, bare shoulders, black coats, diamonds, 
shimmering satins, and priceless lace ; and, per- 
meating the whole, a perfume as of hot-house 
flowers. 

All the types of society were to be recognized 
in the throng — the diplomatists, with their eternal 
smile and irreproachably cut clothes; the aris- 
tocracy, with its frigid, bored look, occasionally 
smiling, as if by mechanism ; the City by its 
biblical noses; the Stock Exchange by those 
cold, metallic, careworn men, aged before their 
time by the wrinkles that money preoccupations 
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plough on their foreheads; literature by men 
bright and interested in everything around them, 
cheerily provoking ripples of laughter among the 
women, and recounting their best anecdotes among 
the men. The fine arts were represented by a few 
noble-looking heads rising out of Shakespeare 
collars. 

On all sides were exquisite toilettes, setting off 
forms of dazzling fairness and admirable poise — a 
complete representative crowd of that calm, proud, 
haughty British nation, full of dignity, robust 
health, and self-confidence ; a nation that holds 
in its hands the destinies of half the earth. 

Lorimer and de Lussac met in a corner of the 
drawing-room. 

"What a reception!" said de Lussac. "All 
London is rubbing shoulders here, in order to 
have a look at the man who has invented the 
famous shell." 

" And his wife," added Lorimer. 

"And his wife," repeated de Lussac. "I never 
saw her looking so lovely. Raphael might have 
drawn the oval of her face, Murillo her eyes, 
Titian her hair, Rubens her shoulders." 

"And a modern English painter the sadness 
of her brow," -said Lorimer. "Doesn't she look 
bored, poor woman ?" 

"That puts the finishing touch, and helps to 
make her superb — ideal. A calm, cold, sad face 
is the one mieux portie in England. It is almost 
de rigueur. Nothing is such bad form as to ap- 
pear to enjoy life. She is quite it la mode** 
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"-4 la mart** said Lorimer. " My dear fellow, 
ril tell you what it is, such parties as this give 
me shivers down the back. Your countrywoman, 
Madam Vig6e-Lebrun, was right when she said, 
"The English amuse themselves as the French 
bore themselves." 

" Then why do you come here, old fellow ?" 

" Oh, I ! Why, I come as a doctor. I am deeply 
interested in a special case. I am studying and 
following carefully the progress of a malady. I 
am here diagnosing." 

"And your patient is — " 

" Our worthy host," said Lorimer. 

" How do you find him to-day ?" 

" The disease is taking its course ; he will get 
over it ; but the cure will take time." 

Lorimer fixed his eye-glass in his eye, and sur- 
veyed the crowd. 

"Ah," he ejaculated, letting his glass drop 
again, " how I preferred the good liltle Bohemian 
Sunday suppers, the pretty little house in St. 
John's Wood ! The servants were dismissed, and 
everybody helped everybody else. There was a 
house where gayety reigned supreme, ^«a«A7^ra/^/ 
And what music we used to have ! What glorious 
talks, what delicious discussions on every topic 
under the sun ! Artists, writers, journalists, out- 
vied one another in brilliancy. Politics were put 
aside, and the Bourse and all that makes modem 
life insufferable. We were never more than twelve 
of us, so that the conversation could always be 
general, and, for that matter, the house did not 
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contain a room large enough to hold comforably^ 
more than a dozen people. How all the guests 
harmonized together ! Those were parties. Here 
they are funereal functions. In a small room con- 
versation is easy, people can talk easily. In a 
large room one is swamped, and feels like a solu- 
tion of one's self." 

" I see," said de Lussac, " that in spite of all 
your successes you have remained a philoso- 
pher." 

" More thari ever. But look round you. Look 
at all these faces. These people touch a spring 
to make themselves smile. Oh, if that is your 
fashion of enjoying yourself, thanks, I prefer 
something else. Every time I come among this 
set I am taken with furious longings every quar- 
ter of an hour to rush into the street and shout, 
to assure myself that I am alive. Poor old Grant- 
ham ! It was his dream to see his wife shine in 
society. Poor devil ! and such a good fellow, not 
to speak of his great future as a painter. How- 
ever, there is our hostess coming towards us. 
Look at her [ How happy she looks, this queen 
with her new crown — a capital model for * Mary 
Stuart going to the Scaffold.' " 

De Lussac, recognizing some people he knew, 
moved off to join their group. Lorimer went 
towards Dora, who smiled with relief at seeing 
him in the crowd. Every one seemed to have 
arrived now, and there was no need for her to 
remain at her post ; but, in case of possible fresh 
comers, she stayed near the entrance of the room. 
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She looked pale, her face was drawn with fatigue, 
and her eyes looked unnaturally large. 

*'Oh, what good it does one to see an old 
friend's familiar face in a crowd like this," she 
said to Lorimer, drawing him back towards the 
doorway of the large drawing-room. " My dear 
Gerald, I don't believe I know by sight the half 
of my guests." 

The idea struck her as so funny that she began 
to laugh heartily. 

"Do you know half?" exclaimed Lorimer; 
**.that is very good really. As for the crowd, 
don't complain of that. An English hostess is 
a failure if people do not stifle in her drawing- 
room ; and if half a dozen women faint, then the 
party is a social success that covers its g^ver with 
glory. The society papers talk of her — You 
seem tired." 

"Yes," said Dora, "tired — at the end of my 
strength and my courage." 

" Let me take you to the buffet." 

They went down together. Lorimer got her a 
biscuit, an ice, and a glass of champagne, and 
this light refreshment reanimated her. 

On their way back to the drawing-room Lori- 
mer took up the thread of the conversation again. 

" Come now, my dear Dora," said he, " your lot 
is very enviable after all, you know. You are 
young, beautiful, rich, adored — one of the queens 
of society. What more do you ask ?" 

"I ask nothing more," replied Dora; "I ask a 
great deal less. A queen in society ! I had 
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rather be queen at home, as I used to be. We 
were left in peace in those times. Now all the 
idlers pry into our life. And why ? Oh, it is too 
silly ! Because Philip refused to sell Sir Benja- 
min Pond a picture which he was painting for me. 
Yes, that is what is occupying them to-night. 
They all go to have a look at the portrait, one 
after another, and then they laugh. Can you 
conceive such a thing? There exists, or rather 
there existed, a painter who loved his wife, and 
did not mind showing it ! Is it not droll ? So 
vulgar, you know ! It appears that it creates 
high fun at the clubs. Ah, you may talk about 
women's tongues, but to retail rubbish and circu- 
late scandal you must get a dozen men together 
in a club smoking-room. They are beyond com- 
petition, my dear Gerald. I would give all my 
guests for a couple of intimate friends, for a couple 
of devoted relatives. Ah, you may say what you 
like, blood is thicker than afternoon tea." 

" You were too happy," said Lorimer, who had 
been amused at Dora's tirade, "now you must 
share your happiness a little." 

" Yes, and my husband with everybody. Where 
is my share ? How I should like to leave this 
room and go and sit in a quiet corher for a good 
talk, such as we used* to have in the good old 
times in the other house." 

" Why move ? Stay where you are, and instead 
of thinking yourself on show, try and imagine 
that all this crowd is here for your amusement. 
I know all your guests personally or by sight. I 
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am your 'Who's who' for to-night. Make use 
of me. I will show and explain the magic lan- 
tern." 

" So you shall," said Dora, amused by the sug- 
gestion. " Now, then, who is that horrible creature 
painted and dyed, with eyes half out of her head 
and an eternal sickly smile on her face ?" 

"Lady Agatha Ashby, an old grump of the 
fashionable world. No one knows her age. Some 
say it is seventy-two, others put it at a hundred 
and seventy-two. She is enamelled, and the 
mouth, as you see it, is fixed in that way with a 
smile that lasts three hours. They say she used 
to be pretty and rather witty. Makes it her duty 
to know everybody worth knowing. Will prob- 
ably leave memoirs behind her — a. diary at any 
rate." 

" And those," said Dora, indicating two couples 
passing near her. 

"The Earl of Gampton. Behind him the 
Countess, a young American woman, who brought 
him three million dollars, with which he has been 
able to get 'his coat-of-arms out of pawn. Our 
British aristocracy gets regilded in Chicago and 
New York." 

"How can a woman love or respect a man 
who allows himself to be purchased for a title of 
nobility?" 

"And," said Lorimer, "how can a man love or 
respect a woman who buys him, and degrades him 
in his own eyes ?" 

" You are right," responded Dora. " I cannot 
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see any possible element of happiness in such 
marriages. She is ugly," she added, after taking 
a second look at the Countess. 

*' Beauty fades," said Lorimer, in excuse for 
Lord Gampton. 

" Yes, but ugliness remains," replied Dora. 

" And the dollars, too, happily — it is a compen- 
sation — a, fine indemnity." 

''Not always; fortunes have been known to fade 
too." 

" Ah," ejaculated Lorimer, as there passed by 
him a middle-aged man, fairly good-looking, but 
wearing a forbidding, sulky expression, " there is 
Sir George Hardy. He has not inflicted his wife 
on you." 

** No, thank Heaven ! — if what people say is 
true." 

** True enough. People don't ask Lady Hardy, 
but Sir George is a philosopher ; he does not re- 
sent being asked out alone ; and he has the good 
sense never to try and introduce one to his wife. 
There are two kinds of women — those you marry, 
and those you don't introduce to your friends. 
Sir George has them both in one." 

" What a dead-weight such a woman must be ! 
To be proud of one's wife, to be proud of one's 
husband — that is one of the great keys to happi- 
ness in married life. Oh, Gerald, do look at that 
imposing-looking matron ; who is she ?" 

"The Dowager-Countess of Chausey, pretty 
well known for her serious flirtations in 1850." 

" How can a woman of her age go about so out- 
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rageously uncovered ? So long as Englishwomen 
do not show their feet, they think they are all right. 
Her dress is perfectly indecent." 

" Not the dress, but its contents," said Lorimer. 
" The Countess might, it is true, draw a veil across 
the past and leave something to the imagination 
of the beholder. But the fun of the thing is that 
the dowager is one of the vice-presidents of the 
society recently founded for the suppression of 
the nude in our museums and picture galleries. 
O the British matron !" 

" What a proud carriage she has for a woman 
of her age," said Dora. 

" One would think she was carrying the Holy 
Grail — two Holy Grails in a Parsifal procession." 

" Upon my word, I do believe," said Dora, " that 
women nowadays trust to Providence to keep 
their dresses on their backs ! But what lovely 
frocks ! I do not understand how there can still 
be people who say that the Englishwoman does 
not know how to dress." 

" Not now. A few years back one might have 
said with truth that the German woman was cov- 
ered, the Englishwoman was clothed !" 

" Not always," said Dora, laughing. 

"The American was arrayed, but the French- 
woman alone was dressed. In the present day, 
the Englishwoman of good society dresses as 
tastefully as her French sisters, and this fact 
would be known in France, if Englishwomen had 
not that bad habit of putting all their oldest gar- 
ments into requisiton when they travel." 
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"Frenchwomen have not much to teach us 
now." 

"One or two things still. A little Parisian 
dressmaker who would come over and set up in 
England to teach Englishwomen to hold their 
dresses up in the street ought to make a fortune 
in no time. It is the most graceful, artistic, and 
typical movement of the Frenchwoman." 

"On the other hand, my dear Gerald," said 
Dora, "Frenchwomen mince or trot or proceed. 
Englishwomen walk. We are their superiors. in 
many things." 

"We might make comparisons without end, 
and finally be sorely puzzled where to award the 
prize." 

Here the servant announced, "Mrs. Van der 
Leyd Smith." 

"Smythe — not Smith," said the new arrival, 
indignantly, turning to the domestic. 

" That is the mother of Lady Gampton," whis- 
pered Lorimer to Dora. 

Dora rose and went to shake hands with her. 

"I am a little late," she said; "I have been 
to the Queen's Theatre to see *Majella.' It is 
a play that will draw crowded houses till the 
end of next season. You have seen it, of 
course." 

"Yes," said Dora, "I was at the first-night 
— allow me to introduce its author — Mr. Gerald 
Lorimer." 

" What a pleasure to meet you !" said she, as 
Lorimer came forward and bowed. " I congratu- 
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late you sincerely; your play is a chef-d^auvre. 
The house was packed to-night and the enthusi- 
asm boundless." 

" I am happy the public appreciate the play," 
said Lorimer, bowing his acknowledgments of her 
compliments. 

"'Majella' will place our old friend in the 
front rank of the dramatic authors of the day." 

"And fill his coffers to the brim," said the 
American lady, with a knowing glance, which 
meant — " that is the main thing." 

Lorimer and Dora exchanged comprehensive 
looks. The lady's wink had explained in one 
flash the motto of New York. Not who are you ? 
nor what are you ? nor yet what have you done f 
but how much do you make f 

Loud and evidently sincere applause was heard 
coming from the smaller drawing-room where the 
concert was being given. Presently there ap- 
peared, making towards the staircase, a tall, fair 
young man who replied by smiles and repeated 
bows to the bravos which were accorded to him 
by this blasd audience of people, little accustomed 
to lavish applause on any one. It was Schowalski, 
a well-known pianist who came to London every 
year to give a concert, and play in drawing-rooms 
during the season. At a certain distance, Scho- 
walski's head recalled that of his celebrated com- 
patriot and confrere Paderewski ; however, he had 
not the delicate, finely chiselled profile which gives 
the latter his striking and unforgettable physi- 
ognomy. Taller, more vigorous, more solidly 
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and massively built, with long, light hair, straight 
and thick, and his enormous mustache falling in 
a semicircle around the mouth, he might have sat 
for Brennus or Vercingetorix. 

Dora held out her hand as he was about to go 
down-stairs. 

"Thanks a thousand times," said she; "you 
have played like an angel." 

And she introduced him to the American lady 
still at her side. 

"I had the honor of making madame's ac- 
quaintance in New York," said Schowalski, 
bowing. 

"Really," replied Mrs. W. G. van der Leyd 
Smythe ; " when was that ?" 

" Why, two years ago, in New York, in your 
drawing-room, where I had the honor of play- 
ing." 

" That's true — I think I remember — in January, 
1896 ; yes, yes— delighted to meet you again, Mr. 
— I never can remember names — what is his 
name again ?" asked she of Dora. 

Schowalski heard no more. He bowed, shook 
hands with a few friends, and disappeared. 

" Schowalski is one of the greatest pianists of 
the day," said Dora. 

" I know, I know," said the lady with the string 
of names, "but what impertinence to enter into 
conversation with your guests, as if he had been 
invited. Upon my word, the effrontery of these 
musicians !" 

She followed him with her eyes, as she stared 
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through a pair of long-handled glasses, that are a 
weapon of offence in the fingers of some women. 

" Well, to be sure," she cried, " if he isn't shak- 
ing hands with Lady Gampton now ! My dear 
Mrs. Grantham, in New York we do not entertain 
musicians; we engage them to entertain us — we 
pay them and we are quits." 

" My dear Mrs. Van der Leyd Smith." 

" Smythe," said the lady, correcting Dora. 

'' Excuse me, I never can remember names. In 
England, artists like Schowalski are received by 
the aristocracy, and even at Court. Perhaps that 
makes them so bold as to think they may be fit to 
associate with the aristocracy of New York." 

"Take that," she said to herself. 

The magnificent New-Yorker fanned herself, 
smiled a little awry, and went to join the group 
which held her daughter, the Countess of Gamp- 
ton. 

Lorimer had not lost a word of the conversa- 
tion. He would fain have cried " Bravo." 

" For a dibutante^^ said he, " you are going strong 
— that was promising." 

" My dear Gerald, I feel that I am getting spite- 
ful — I shall bite soon." 

Just at this moment, quite near the door, she 
perceived a lady taking notes. She had already 
noticed her before — this person who drew up 
every now and then near certain groups, carefully 
studied the dresses, and looked up and down the 
people whom she did not seem to know. 

" Do tell me," Dora said to Lorimer, " who is 
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that woman who puzzles me so? What is she 
doing? She seems to be taking notes ; just now 
she was making little sketches — she is an artist, 
no doubt." 

" How innocent you are !" cried Lorimer, laugh- 
ing loudly. " Yes, she is an artist, if you will — 
who works for some fashion paper — or a lady re- 
porter taking notes for a society paper." 

" But I do not know her," said Dora ; " I am per- 
fectly sure I never asked her here." 

" You, no ; but perhaps some one else. For that 
matter, reporters find their way pretty nearly every- 
where without invitation. It is their calling. This 
one is taking notes, to publish in her paper an ac- 
count of your party." 

" But it is an insult," cried Dora ; " I wish they 
would leave me alone. I don't want accounts in 
papers — my house is private." 

" Wait a moment — why, yes," exclaimed Lori- 
mer, who had just put up his eye-glass to look at 
the lady in question ; "yes, of course, I know her; 
she writes for The Social Wave^ a paper for people 
in the swim. Shall I introduce her to you ?" 

" Oh no, thank you, please don't," replied Dora. 

" Some time ago," continued Lorimer, " I used 
to meet her often at parties. She is a rather 
clever little woman, and has the knack of turning 
out readable paragraphs. She is tolerated every- 
where for the sake of what she writes — ^you know, 
there are plenty of people who like publicity." 

Lorimer had noticed that the lady reporter had 
let fall two leaves from her note-book. He watched 
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his opportunity, picked them up, and brought 
them to Dora. 

" Look, we are going to have some fun. I have 
samples. Listen, 'Lady Mardon looked thrill- 
ingly lovely in electric blue . . . her superb shoul- 
ders'" . . . 

" Enough, enough," said Dora. " The idea of 
it." 

" Wait a minute ; here is something else. * Lady 
Margaret Solby wore a dream of sea-green and 
salmon, and was the admiration of every one. 
Mrs. Van der Leyd Smythe received congratula- 
tions on all sides on the subject of her daughter's 
marriage with the young Earl of Gampton.' " 

" And people read that ?" said Dora. 

" Certainly ; and, more wonderful still, people 
buy it. Oh, listen to this ; here is something that 
concerns you personally. * Mrs. Philip Grantham 
wore a dress of white satin, trimmed with lace 
and silver embroidery, and, blazing with diamonds 
and emeralds, received her guests with a simplicity 
and a grace which will speedily make her one of 
the most popular hostesses in London.' Now, 
* that is what I call amiable ; she treats you with 
generosity." And seeing that Dora seemed very 
much annoyed, he added, " That is the kind of lit- 
erature that delights our modest countrywomen." 

" There are no more journalists," said Dora, with 
disgust ; " there are only concierges^ 

She took the pages and tore them in shreds. 
Then, with a little feeling of shame at having 
been amusing herself at the expense of her 
III 



WOMAN AND ARTIST 

guestSi she rose, made a little sign to Lorimer, 
, and was soon swallowed up in the crush, saying 
a few pleasant words here and there to her ac- 
quaintances as she went. 

Lorimer went down to the buffet, where he 
found Schowalski, who was going in heavily for 
sandwiches, cakes, and ices and champagne. The 
appetite of musicians is proverbial ! 

"Ah, Monsieur Lorimer," said he, "I am so 
glad to see you ; you will be the very man to ren- 
der me a little service. I have just finished," he 
added, in confidence, " a grand concerto in four 
parts for the piano. In that concerto I have ex- 
pressed all the great sorrows of life : First, an 
adagio — sad, full of tears ; then a grand allegro, 
full of despair. You understand, don't you ? Well, 
what I am trying to find is a title, a telling title. 
As a pla)rwright you know the importance of a 
good title. Can you suggest something ?" 

"My dear sir," said Lorimer, "great sorrows 
are silent." 

" What do you mean ?" asked the pianist, for whom 
British humor was a closed letter. " Are you joking 
with me ? How can one be silent and make music ?" 

The most thankless task in the world is ex- 
plaining a joke to a person who has not seen it. 
Lorimer did not try, and after suggesting Les 
peines du cmur^ Angoisses de Vdme^ Le mcU de dents^ 
Les disespairs de Vamoury and a few other eye- 
tickling titles, he left the puzzled composer and 
made his way up-stairs. It was close upon mid- 
night, the hour at which supper was to be served. 
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GENERAL SABAROFF 

Philip was here, there, and everywhere, playing 
the host to the admiration of all. Every one voted 
him charming. The most exacting society critics 
admired the ease with which he did the honors 
of his house, and declared that Philip Grantham 
was a gentleman. The English man of the world 
has no higher dignity to confer. 

No one thought of going away, although the 
crowd began to be stifling, but an English crowd 
is ready to endure anything in order to contem- 
plate at close quarters the celebrity of the mo- 
ment. The lion that they were expecting to roar 
for them this evening was General Sabaroff, the 
pi^ce de resistance of the evening. 

Philip began to fear that the General had been 
detained by some unforeseen business, and would 
not put in an appearance after all. He had not 
sent out* invitations "to meet General Sabaroff," 
but he had told a great many of his guests before- 
hand that he expected him ; one person had told 
another ; and it came to much the same thing. 

He caught sight of De Lussac, who threw him 
an appealing little glance which plainly said, 
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'* Come to my rescue." He found the young dip- 
lomat in the toils of Mrs. Van der Leyd Smythe. 
He joined them and led off De Lussac, after hav- 
ing passed the lady on to an old banker who hap- 
pened to be standing near, alone and negotiable. 

" My dear fellow," said De Lussac, " I owe you 
a debt of gratitude for having extracted me from 
the clutches of that American mamma. I have 
had to listen to the history of the noble house of 
Gampton. Upon my word a lot of those worthy 
Americans are prouder of their aristocratic alli- 
ances than of the brave pioneers who founded the 
United States. They would sell all the shirt- 
sleeves that felled the forests of America for the 
coat -of -arms of some ancestor ennobled, a few 
centuries ago, for something which to-day would 
perhaps be rewarded with a few years* penal ser- 
vitude." 

" Snobbishhess," said Philip, " is a disease that 
one meets with in all Anglo-Saxons, but with 
terrible complications in certain Americans .... I 
almost expected the Minister of War. His lord- 
ship promised me he would come." 

" If I were you," replied De Lussac, " I would 
not count upon him, I know heis very busy to- 
day. Special order tosend to Woolwich Arsenal ; 
a message of congratulation to telegraph to the 
Sirdar on his victory at Atbara ; orders to send 
to various regiments to hold themselves in readi- 
ness to set out for India — it appears there are 
rather disquieting news in the Northwest; a 
consultation with the Commander-in-Chief; a 
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Cabinet Council. Besides which, I fancy, he has 
promised to speak to-night at a meeting of the 
Peace Association at the Queen's Hall ; the 
ubiquity of some of you Englishmen is simply 
prodigious." 

"A fine programme," said Philip, "a well-filled 
day, indeed — I should have been pleased to receive 
his congratulations. Oh, he must be vexed to 
have been, so to speak, the cause of the refusal I 
have met with in my own country. Why did they 
refuse my shell ? I should have been prouder of 
my invention if I had been able to insure the 
advantages of it to my motherland." 

" My dear fellow, the English do ""not invent ; 
they buy the inventions of outsiders when they 
are successful. They looked upon the inventor of 
the Suez Canal as a dangerous lunatic ; to turn 
him from his project, they went so far as to rake 
up an old theory of Herodotus, that the Red Sea 
and the Mediterranean were on different levels. 
At the present day they hold four millions' worth 
of stock in the concern, and would only like to 
have the lot The fact is, if ever England should 
meet with a great reverse, if ever she comes to 
grief, she will have only her vanity and self-con- 
fidence to thank." 

" Our security is so great." 

"I know that," said De Lussac, laughing — 
"your volunteers can insure their lives without 
paying any extra premium. By-the-by, General 
Sabaroff is in London. He says he has come over 
to consult a certain oculist. You may be sure, 
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dear boy, that the eye he is concerned about is 
the one he means to keep on you." 

" I know he is in town — I expect him to-night." 
^ " I heard that just now in the other room — you 
lose no time." 

De Lussac drew Philip towards the landing, 
which was clear of people for the moment. 

" With the General, I don't see that you need 
make a secret of your shell. Russia is our ally ; 
it is to our advantage that she should possess the 
best possible weapons ; and I don't believe the 
French government would have any objection to 
Russia's profiting by your invention." 

"Really?" said Philip, anxiously — "nor do I. 
I had already thought of it in that light myself, I 
confess." 

" Well, you are a gallant man, I must say, to 
leave me in the lurch like that," cried Mrs. Van 
der Leyd Smythe, who now came up. "You 
went off just as I was going to introduce you to 
three prominent American women who are dying 
to make your acquaintance." 

" Well, then, by all means, let us go and save 
their lives," said De Lussac. 

" One of them," said his companion, as she led 
him towards the small drawing-room, " is a well- 
known literary woman, another is a celebrated 
public speaker, and the other — " 

"Oh, please," exclaimed De Lussac, "can't you 
introduce me to some pretty woman who has 
never done anything at all ?" 

A servant, who had just come up-stairs, ari- 
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nounced, in a loud voice, '^ His Excellency Gen- 
eral Sabaroff." 

The name passed from mouth to mouth, and 
there was a general lull in the conversation ; the 
crowd surged towards the door, and with frantic 
cranings of the neck endeavored to get a glimpse 
of the new arrival. 

Dora had recognized him at once. He had not 
changed. Sabaroff, on his side, as soon as he 
caught sight of Dora at the top of the staircase, 
had exclaimed, inwardly : " It is she after all — I 
was told right — it is my lovely English girl of 
Monte Carlo." 

Not a look nor a movement of Sabaroff or of 
Dora had escaped Philip : " It is the same man," 
he said to himself — " they recognize each other." 

He moved towards the General. 

" Your Excellency is very good to have come," 
he said. 

And, leading him to where Dora was standing, 
he went through with an introduction. 

Sabaroff bowed, kissed Dora's hand respectfully, 
and addressed a few commonplace words to her 
to excuse himself for coming so late. 

General Ivan Sabaroff, Minister of War to his 
Majesty the Czar and Autocrat of all the Rus- 
sias, was forty-five years of age, but, thanks to 
the military bearing which always rejuvenates a 
man's appearance by a few years, he looked scarce- 
ly forty. The ladies declared at once that he 
was a superb man, and indeed the General had a 
striking looking appearance. 
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In the streets of any town, people would have 
turned round to look at him, the women saying, 
" What a fine man !** the men, " That is some- 
body !" 

Six feet three in his stockings, broad of shoulder, 
admirably proportioned, with an iron will written 
on his face, a herculean strength and remarkable 
suppleness of body, the head dignified and proud- 
ly set on a large neck, the face stem with keen, 
scrutinizing eyes, straight prominent nose, a sen- 
sual mouth, with full, red lips and a thick black 
mustache twisted into two sharp points, the 
General looked like a man who might be as re- 
doubtable in a boudoir as on a battle-field. As a 
matter of fact, he had won many hearts in the 
former and many victories in the latter. Not being 
married, he had risked his reputation in the service 
of women, and his life in the service of his sover- 
eign with more impunity and less hesitation than 
might otherwise have been the case. 

" I am delighted to make your acquaintance — 
delighted,** he said to Dora. 

And, in a lower tone, he added, "To renew your 
acquaintance." 

Dora, fearing that the General might give a 
disagreeable turn to the conversation, hastened to 
make the first remark that passed through her 
mind. Nothing betrayed the uneasiness she felt 
at seeing this man again. 

" Has your Excellency been long in London ?" 
she asked of Sabaroff, in her calmest tones. 

" A few days only. I have come to consult an 
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oculist who has been specially recommended to 
me ; and, besides, I have wanted for some time 
past to visit England and see some of my old 
friends here." 

SabarofE was a man of the world. He knew 
that it would be bad form to monopolize his 
hostess, so he exchanged a few words more with 
her on trivial topics, and then, accompanied by 
Philip, entered the drawing-room. He recognized 
an acquaintance here and there, to whom he 
bowed. Philip introduced a few people to him, 
and he was soon the centre of an interested group. 

" I hope," said Lord Bentharii, " that your Ex- 
cellency's impressions of the English are favorable. 
We do our best to make ourselves agreeable to 
distinguished strangers who visit us." 

" And we love to know what they think of us," 
added Lady Margaret Solby, who had drawn near 
the General and now placed herself in front of 
him, that he might have an opportunity of noting 
at his ease all the good points of a handsome 
Englishwoman. 

" I have never," said Sabarof! to Lord Bentham, 
" met such kind and hospitable people as your 
compatriots ; abroad they are sometimes haughty 
and, I may add — " 

"Extremely disagreeable," said his lordship, 
finishing the sentence. 

" No, I do not say that. In any case, that could 

only be on the surface, for at home they are a 

revelation, really the most charming hosts in the 

world. To study a man, you must study him 
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when he is at home. On foreign soil he is play- 
ing a part that he only knows imperfectly. He is 
hampered, and is scarcely a free agent. He is 
often misunderstood. He is not in his proper set- 
ting, much less in his element. I am convinced 
that when the Creator m^de man, He must have 
said to him, * Thou shalt stay at home.' " 

" A commandment which we English have sadly 
neglected, then," remarked Philip. 

" And our Englishwomen, General," questioned 
Lady Margaret, simpering and attracting his at- 
tention by expert fan-wavings to a figure which 
she knew was above criticism, a figure such as 
Englishwomen can claim almost a monopoly in. 

" Oh, they are beautiful, they are glorious !" 
said Sabaroff, with the air of a connoisseur ; '* they 
are dreams, angels of beauty. What flowing lines, 
what graceful proportions, what lovely complex- 
ions, what fine, delicately carved features ! They 
are vignettes ! When an Englishwoman is beau- 
tiful, madame, she is beyond competition." 

" And when she is ugly ?" said Lady Margaret. 

" Oh, Heaven help her," said Lorimer, who had 
just been introduced to Sabaroff, and who, sur- 
rounded as he was by pretty women, did not fear 
to risk a joke at the expense of the absent, who 
are always out of it. 

" I am very proud. General, to hear your Excel- 
lency express yourself so warmly on the subject 
of Englishwomen's beauty," exclaimed Lady Mar- 
garet. 

"And all those attributes of the beautiful wom- 
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an/' murmured Sabaroff in her ear, '' I find united 
near me." 

And with a rapid and comprehensive glance he 
made an inventory of her charms. 

Sabaroff had as keen a scent for game as the 
huntsmen's dog, and he could recognize a coquette 
a mile off. He knew just how much he could say 
to certain women without running the risk of of- 
fending them. Lady Margaret flirted her fan, as 
every woman should do in such a circumstance, 
made a profound curtsey to the General, and from 
behind her fan shot at him, out of the corners of 
her eyes, the invitation of the flirt, which seems to 
promise so much, but which means so little. I 
think it was George Sand who wittily said, " The 
flirt is a woman who signs a bill with the firm in- 
tention of not honoring her signature." 

In the centre of a neighboring group. Sir Ben- 
jamin Pond was holding forth on commerce, poli- 
tics, the theatre, and fine arts — all subjects were 
within the domain of this pompous personage 
with the white waistcoat. 

"Yes, the Ministry ought to be impeached for 
having allowed such an acquisition to go out of 
the country. We are the richest and most enter- 
prising people in the world, but the most stupid, 
the most obstinate, and the slowest to adopt new 
ideas " — ^he looked round him at the rooms. " What 
a house he has, this lucky dog ! Six months ago 
he was living in a little shanty in St. John's Wood. 
What luxury! Shells pay better than painting. 
.Why, ther^ is Mr. Lorimer; my congratulations ; 
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your play is a master-piece ; you have taken Lon- 
don by storm ! Oh, but for taking the world by 
storm, give me the invention of our friend Grant- 
ham. That's a bon-mot^ and not a bad one either." 

"What a donkey !" thought Lorimcr. 

" His shell fell on us like a bomb, eh ? Ah. ha, 
ha"; and as he laughed his loud guffaw, his 
white waistcoat kept time. 

Lorimer slipped away and returned to Dora's 
side. Pond rejoined him almost immediately. 

" Mrs. Grantham, Lady Pond has the greatest 
desire to see the famous picture." 

" What famous picture ?" asked Dora. 

" Why, the one that all London is talking of — 
the one I so much wanted to buy six months ago." 

"You remember," said Lorimer, "36 by 50" — 

" Oh, of course. You can see it in the adjoin- 
ing room, at the end of the small drawing-room." 

"Thanks!" 

And he set of! in the direction indicated. 

" Always that picture," said Dora to Lorimer ; 
" my head is dazed ; why do we not go to supper 
and put an end to this ? Hello ! What is that 
frantic applause f or ? . . . Listen, they are going 
on with it, they are encoring something. What 
can it be all about ?" 

Lorimer pressed through the crowd a little, and 
then came back to Dora. 

" You may count upon something spicy," said 
he ; " it is Mimi Latouche, once the darling of 
Paris, now all the rage in London. Did you ask 
her here to-night ?" 
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"I asked her — that is to say, the impresario 
who has charge of my programme sent her." 

''Don't apologize; Mimi is ail the go; it is 
who shall have her ; and I suppose you ought to 
consider yourself lucky to be able to serve her up 
to your guests. You used to live in an artistic 
circle, that you could charm with a Beethoven 
quartet. Now you move in a set where classi- 
cal music would clear your drawing-room as rap- 
idly as a raid of police would a gambling den." 

Mimi Latouche had just finished her second 
song. There was a fresh sound of applause, and 
cries of " Bravo !" were heard as she left the small 
drawing-room accompanied by De Lussac, and 
followed by half a dozen young men. She passed 
in front of Dora, and brought up near the door 
by De Lussac. 

^^Hein! George, don't you think I knock 'em 
with my songs !" 

"They are enchanted with you, you electrify 
them. Your songs are awfully jolly, as they say 
here — flight, crisp, and so daring ; but these people 
have not understood, and if they had, it would 
not matter ; they will applaud, when it is done in 
a foreign language, a thing that they would not 
tolerate a moment in their own." 

" Your English people, my boy, are hypocrites. 
When I am] in the bill at Les Atnbassadeurs^ the 
place is always full of English — my songs are 
canaille^ aren't they ? — really canaille. The English 
like that kind of thing. They give me ovations 
at the Pavilion every night, and I get bouquets 
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by the bushel. Why, old chappie, since I took up 
the canaille line I have been making my four hun- 
dred pounds a week. I have an offer of ten thou- 
sand pounds to appear in New York for six weeks. 
Would you believe it ? I say, George, look what 
I found in my box at the Pav. to-night " ; and 
she showed De Lussac a lovely bouquet of white 
orchids. 

" Superb !" exclaimed the young man. 

" Yes, old boy, but look what there is inside it." 

So saying, she drew out a handsome bracelet 
of rubies and diamonds. 

" Exquisite," said De Lussac ; " is it the price 
of laxity hidden in the emblem of chastity ? It 
is a diplomatist who sent you that. Flowers have 
often served as Cupid's letter-box." 

" Hush ! it is from Sabaroff. The bracelet is 
worth four hundred pounds, at least." 

" Sabaroff ? Why, he is here." 

" I know that very well," said Mimi ; " look at 
him over there talking to the lady in pearl-gray." 

'^I see him; he is gazing her out of counte- 
nance," said De Lussac. 

"Out of countenance? Out of corset, you 
mean. Sabaroff has a way of staring at a woman ; 
it makes her quite nervous to be near him if she 
has on evening dress." 

" My dear Mimi, I did not know you were so 
easily shocked." 

" Oh, when I say a woman I don't mean my- 
self — that sort of thing doesn't affect me, you may 
imagine. I am quite at his disposition — and 
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yours too, yours especially — you are perfectly 
mashing to-night. After all these Englishmen, 
dear boy, it is a treat to look at a Frenchman ; 
to be looked at by one— dessert after dinner." 

Dora had heard it all. Her indignation was at 
boiling point. 

"I am going to turn that creature out," she 
said to Lorimer. 

" Oh, don't, I beg of you, Dora," replied Lorimer. 
'*It might make a scandal — that woman would 
not hesitate to insult you." 

But Dora was determined to get rid of Mimi, 
and, addressing her, said, " I will not trouble you 
to sing any more, mademoiselle ; I will send you 
your check to-morrow." So saying, she turned 
her back on Mimi. 

" Much obliged," said the latter. And, turning 
to De Lussac, she added : " Well, I never ! She 
wants to dismiss me. Did you ever hear such 
cheek ? Much obliged, but I'm starving hungry. 
I'm ofif to the buffet — your arm, George." 

She went down with De Lussac. 

Lorimer began to be seriously concerned about 
Dora. She was as pale as death, and seemed every 
now and then on the point of fainting. She had 
been going through tortures, but the thing which 
had dealt her a terrible blow was a scrap of con- 
versation which she had just heard as she passed 
through the drawing-room. 

" It happens every day, and in the best society," 
said a man whom she did not recognize. ^^ One 
constantly sees a man making use of his wife's 
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attractions to further his own ends. It is called 
diplomacy." 

"In such cases the wife is often an innocent 
agent." 

" That is true, but the husband is none the less 
reprehensible for that," added a third voice. 

Of whom had they been speaking ? There was 
a singing in her ears. Great Heaven ! was it of 
her ? She closed her eyes and thought she was 
going to lose consciousness. 

Lorimer took it upon him to go to Philip and 
tell him that Dora was tired and unwell, and that 
it would perhaps be unwise to expose her to any 
more fatigue that evening. 

" Thanks, dear old fellow," said Philip, " it will 
be all over in an hour or less ; we are going to 
supper in a moment." 

Lorimer had found Philip engaged in describ- 
ing his shell to Sabaroff. 

Philip went at once to Dora ; her pallor fright- 
ened him. Taking her hands in his own, he 
said: 

"Well, darling, how do you feel? You look 
tired, keep up your courage ; we are going to sup- 
per now. In an hour's time you will be free to 
rest — ^you must not get up to-morrow ; the next 
day you will feel nothing more of it. Everything 
has gone beautifully, everybody is delighted with 
the evening they have passed. The General is 
interested in my shell — I am convinced that 
Russia will offer me a fortune for it ; but why do 
you look at me in that way ?" 
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" I am tired to death ; I don't feel well ; I can- 
not go on any longer." 

"Have courage, dear; it is nearly over. The 
hour has come when you can do great things for 
me ; a wife can be of such a help to her husband 
— with a little diplomacy.** 

Dora shuddered — it was the phrase which she 
had just heard. The room seemed to swim round 
as she heard Philip repeat the words. 

" What do you want me to do ?'* 

" Why, nothing very difficult for you : help me 
with a few smiles ; invite the General to come and 
see us sometimes. Why do you look at me in 
that strange fashion ?** 

"You want me to ask that man to come and 
see me as a friend after what I have told you ?" 

"Why not?" said Philip. "Come, be a good 
girl ; when I have sold my invention, I will never 
think of anything but you and my painting. I 
shall install myself in the most sumptuous studio 
that ever inspired an artist. Forgive me my 
thirst for a little more wealth. I shall soon have 
quenched it forever. You will help me, won't you ?" 

" Once more, what is it you would have me 
to do?" 

" We are going to supper — you will take Gen- 
eral Sabaroff*s arm.** 

" No, no ! not that," said Dora, with an implor-i 
ing look at Philip. 

" Yes, yes ! you cannot refuse. You are the host- 
ess and he the principal guest. I expect you to 
go down with him." 
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Sabaroff had drawn near to them ; Dora could 
refuse no longer. She bent her head and said to 
Philip— 

"Very well." 

"Will your Excellency offer your arm to my 
wife?" 

Dora mastered her emotion, her weakness, and 
her indignation. Many eyes were upon her ; not 
a moment's hesitation was possible. She lifted 
her head proudly, took the proffered arm and 
went down to supper. 



XII 

THE HUSBAND, THE WIFE, AND THE OTHER 

After going through the unaccustomed and 
fatiguing function, which we have tried to de- 
scribe in the two preceding chapters, Dora took a 
day or two's rest in the house. During this time 
of repose, which her husband had specially en- 
joined her to indulge in, she resolved to limit her 
social relations, and consecrate most of her time 
to her child, who was beginning to cause her some 
anxiety. Eva was not strong, and it became more 
and more evident from her frequent complaints 
that a delicacy of the throat was constitutional in 
the child. She, who up to this time passed her 
days playing in the open air, had now to be con- 
tent with a sedate walk in the Park, which she 
could only take hatted, gloved, and accompanied 
by a servant. Good-bye to the romps and scam- 
pers on the lawn and the merry hours of delicious 
freedom she used to enjoy so much with her little 
friends. Children are only happy and gay where 
there is no atmosphere of restraint. 

Dora continued to take an interest in household 
matters, kept her house with scrupulous care and 
with economy, so as to avoid or, at any rate, re- 
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tard the financial wreck which she believed to be 
ahead. She put into requisition all her house- 
wifely arts learned in the happy school of their 
early married life, and all the ingenious tasteful- 
ness of the artistic woman she was, in order that 
Philip should not discover that she had conceived 
a complete distaste for the existence which she 
was forced to lead, nor accuse her of trying to 
keep aloof from the life of fashionable society. 

The unhappy woman ^was wearied and worn by 
her secret struggles, and almost crazy at the 
thought that her husband's heart had ceased to 
beat for her. The more she thought of that which 
was going on, the wider the chasm which sepa- 
rated her from Philip appeared to grow. 

She had reached a point at which the question 
arose in her mind whether Philip, in his craving 
for the success of his new plans, did not seek to 
push her into the arms of General Sabaroff. 

That revolting thought filled her with such hor- 
ror that she dared not entertain it long. " No," 
she said to herself, " a man does not change so 
suddenly as that ; he does not take six years to 
reveal himself, and then, at a day's notice, become 
transformed from an affectionate husband, an hon- 
orable, upright, and devoted man, into a nameless 
scoundrel." When she argued with herself, she 
arrived at the conclusion that she must be mad 
to have allowed such an idea to enter her brain, 
and yet, drive it away as she would, the horrible 
thought assailed her more and more persistently. 

Dora was above all things a woman of sound 
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intelligence. After mature reflection she traced 
for herself a line of conduct that seemed to her 
the only wise one. First, she took a firm resolu- 
tion never to address any more reproaches to 
Philip. Things had gone too far for recrimina- 
tions to have any efifect upon him. She was clear- 
sighted enough to know that a husband's vagrant 
affection is not won back by reprimands and re- 
proaches, but only by sweetness, persuasion, and 
diplomacy. Her greatest fear was that her tem- 
per might sour, and against this possibility she 
set herself to watch most rigorously. She did her 
best to be attractive, and cultivated a gayety that 
should help her to break down the cold barrier 
that seemed to have fixed itself between her and 
this man who had so detached himself from her. 
She took more care than ever of her appearance, 
and called all her taste into play to help her set 
off her beauty to best advantage. 

One evening, when she was dressing for dinner, 
she remembered that Philip had said to her, before 
the arrival of their guests at their memorable 
evening party : " How beautiful you are ! How I 
should love to have you all to myself this even- 
ing!" Women seldom forget a remark of that 
sort. She put on the same dress that had charmed 
Philip so much, and went down-stairs looking her 
loveliest. After dinner they passed the evening 
in Dora's boudoir, where she allowed her husband 
to smoke his cigarette, and smoked one herself 
when the temptation took her. Philip took no 
notice of his wife's attire ; no remark, no compli- 
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ment passed his lips. Tired of the tite-it-tite^ he 
took up a book and yawned over it for a while, 
and about eleven o'clock went out for a breath of 
air. " It is hopeless ; I am done for," said Dora, 
when Philip had left her, and she burst into 
tears. 

What had come over this man, who thus caused 
such suffering to a wife — young, beautiful, dow- 
ered with all the gifts that nature can lavish upon 
a woman, and for whom he would certainly have 
been ready to lay down his life, if necessary ? 

Lorimer was right ; it was a special case, and 
he, as a psychologist, watched its development 
with interest. The specialist declares that a man 
absorbed in speculations is, naturally, fatally in- 
different to all the other affairs of life. Philip 
had been attacked with what we will call mental 
absorption, a sort of bewitchment from which 
nothing could exorcise him, so to speak, but some 
great shock, powerful and unforeseen. 

All the ideas which Dora had taken into her 
head were false. Philip adored his wife. He was 
blinded by a thick veil, which he had not the 
courage to tear from his eyes. He was so sure of 
attaining his aim in a few days that he said to 
himself: "I shall soon be able to repair all my 
faults. A little while and everything will go 
smoothly again. I shall be free, master of myself 
once more, and there will be half a century in 
front of me, in which to compensate Dora for the 
anxiety I am causing her now." He was honest, 
and had only feelings of profound love and respect 
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for his wife ; but to a looker-on — to Dora above 
all — ^the fact was difficult to believe in, it must be 
confessed. 

In order to keep up close relations with Sabaroff, 
Philip had asked him to sit for his portrait. The 
General had accepted, and came three or four 
times a week to pose in the room which served 
Philip as a studio. Dora resigned herself to this 
humiliation. " He has not yet finished my por- 
trait," she said to herself, " but that man's he will 
finish fast enough." Not once, however, did she 
make a remark to Philip on the matter. 

Every Thursday Sabaroff came to call on Dora, 
who received him politely, but coldly. On several 
occasions he found himself alone with her, and 
Philip never thought of joining them. He ended 
by believing himself encouraged by Philip in the 
assiduity of his visits to Dora. This woman so 
impressed him that he never once ventured on a 
glib gallantry, scarcely even an ordinary compli- 
ment. He felt himself on new ground, and not 
thoroughly at home in the presence of this being, 
who seemed never to have been soiled by even an 
impure glance. Before her he became almost 
timid, he the daring Don Juan of Courts, who 
made light of women whose conquests he had so 
often found easy, and for whom he felt the senti- 
ment of the Oriental, a sentiment made up of 
condescension and fierce and short-lived passion, 
followed by contempt. Not more than one wom- 
an had ever been able to boast of having been 
his mistress longer than a week. And yet he had 
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loved once in his life, loved with a noble passion, 
a young girl with a face full of lofty beauty, eyes 
in whose look Were depths of loyalty and truth, 
and on whose brow purity sat enthroned. And 
that woman, whom he had thus loved, whose image 
had never become completely effaced from his 
memory — that woman was Dora ! whom he here 
found again lovelier still than in by-gone years, 
and married to a man who was evidently absorbed 
in his invention and his calculations. 

Sabaroff watched Philip and Dora attentively. 
He could not discover in their conduct towards 
each other any of the thousand and one little 
familiarities which always exist between two 
people living happily side by side under one roof. 
He also thought that Philip opened his house to 
him with an insistence almost suspicious, and yet 
Dora, not only gave him no encouragement, but 
seemed to behave with a studied reserve when 
in his society. He concluded that she either 
felt complete indifference for him, or that she hid 
her sentiments under a very clever mask. The 
more he tried to understand, the more he lost 
himself in conjecture. In his estimation, Philip 
was either a fool who neglected his wife, or an in- 
triguing fellow who sought to make use of her to 
attain his own ends. One thing at all events was 
clear in his mind, and that was that there existed 
between Philip and Dora no sentiment of affection, 
much less of love. He resolved to await a favora- 
ble occasion, and not to decide upon a plan of ac- 
tion until he was surer of his ground. 
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Philip had finished his portrait, and every one 
who saw it declared that no modem portrait- 
painter since the death of Frank Holl had done 
such a fine piece of work. Dora, mortified and 
stung by jealousy, could not help admiring her 
husband's master-piece, and said to him : " Since 
you wish for wealth, here is the means of attain- 
ing it ; with a talent such as yours you could soon 
command a thousand pounds for a portrait, and 
paint ten or twelve a year/* 

His portrait finished, Sabaroff had less excuse 
for constant calls at the house. He had to con- 
tent himself with his weekly visits on Dora's day. 
However, one day, when he knew Philip to be 
absent and Dora at home, he presented himself 
at the house ; but Dora sent word that she was 
not well, and regretted to be unable to receive him. 
On the evening of the same day he received an 
invitation to dine with Philip and Dora, and ac- 
cepted it by return of post. The dinner was for 
the 15th of December. 

Sabaroff's report upon Philip's shell had long 
since been sent to St. Petersburg, and as he had 
marked it " Urgent and specially recommended," 
he expected a reply at any moment. 

The day after Philip had sent to ask the Gen- 
eral to dinner, he received from him the following 
note : 

"Dear Mr. Grantham, — I have just received 
a letter from St. Petersburg, from which I learn 
that the commission charged by his Imperial 
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Majesty, my august master, to examine my report, 
and that of the Council of Artillery upon the 
experiments made with your shell, will sit on the 
iSth of December, and will send me a wire the 
same evening to acquaint me with their decision. 
Thus I may possibly, as you see, have a piece of 
good news to give you at dessert. 

"Pray, dear sir, present my most respectful 
compliments to Mrs. Grantham, and accept for 
yourself the assurance of my devoted regards. 

" Ivan Sabaroff." 

Philip, overcome with joy, ran to show Dora 
Sabarofif's letter. 

" At last," he cried, " we are near the goal. Ten 
days more, and I shall know whether they take 
my shell or not. And then, from that day — Heaven 
be thanked — no more invention on the brain, no 
more anxiety, no more worry ; I shall be rich, and 
I shall get at my work again, the work that you 
love. Only, you know, I shall take things easily. 
I shall not work now to pay the tradespeople ; 
I shall paint seriously, I tell you." 

Seeing a ray of joy pass over Dora's face, he 
added : " You see, I do not intend to throw all over- 
board. Look here, we have been married six 
years, and you don't know me yet. That's the 
fact of the matter." 

His gayety and enthusiasm of other days seemed 

to have come back again, and Dora's heart leaped 

within her at the sight. She went so far as to 

encourage him in his present hopes, but more 
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especially applauded the resolution that he ap- 
peared to have taken to return to his old work. 
Philip took her in his arms and kissed her more 
tenderly than he had done for six months past. 

" After all," said Dora to herself, " my suspicions 
were perhaps absurd ; there was no foundation 
for them. I have had a bad dream, a horrible 
nightmare — I must fling it off. It is all over — 
patience, patience. Just a few days longer." 

Next time Sabaroff called, Dora received him 
with less coldness and reserve. She was cheerful, 
amiable, and appeared almost glad to see him. 
This new attitude delighted him. There was no 
mistaking the looks he gave her; his whole body 
betrayed the feelings of this man for Dora. 

" After all," she thought, " in a few days he will 
be back in St. Petersburg, and I shall have finished 
for ever with his Excellency the War Minister of 
his Majesty the Czar of all the Russias." 

On the 13th, Philip received a telegram calling 
him to Paris at once. He was begged to spend a 
few hours at the arsenal of artillery with the Mi- 
nistre de la Guerre. 

He could not refuse. He wired immediately 
that he would comply without delay. 

Dora naturally proposed to send at once to 
General Sabaroff, asking him to dine with them 
another evening instead of on the 15 th. 

" No, no," said Philip, " I shall leave Paris the 

day after to-morrow by the nine o'clock train in 

the morning. It is the mail, and I shall arrive in 

London at half-past four ; even allowing for a 
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couple of hours of possible delay, I should still 
reach home in good time. Besides," he said, 
glancing at a newspaper, " the barometer is rising, 
the sea is good, there is no danger of bad weather 
and delays." 

It was in vain for Dora to persist; Philip would 
not consent to any change in the arrangement. 

" My dear child, one cannot put off a Minister 
at a moment's notice when one has asked him to 
dinner. I would rather refuse to go to Paris, and 
you know it would be impossible to do that. I 
really must respond to this request, which is as 
natural as it is cordial. I owe some consideration 
to those good Frenchmen for buying my shell of 
me; and, no doubt, it is to ask my advice on 
some matter that they want me at the arsenal in a 
hurry. And then, you know, I have another rea- 
son for specially wanting to meet General Sabar- 
off here on the isth — it is on the isth that I am 
to hear Russia's decision." 

Dora saw that it was useless to argue the point 
any further. 

Philip's preparations for departure were rapidly 
made ; in a few minutes he was ready to set out 
for Paris. He sprang into a cab and reached 
Charing Cross ten minutes before the eleven 
o'clock mail train was ready to start. At seven 
in the evening, he was in Paris. 



XIII 

A CRUEL ORDEAL 

On the isth of December, at eight o'clock in 
the evening, Philip had not arrived home. 

General Sabaroff came at the hour appointed. 
Great was his surprise to find only Dora and her 
sister in the drawing-room. He had been invited 
to dine quite informally, but he expected to see 
at least two or three other guests. Far from re- 
gretting their non-appearance, he congratulated 
himself on his good luck, and thanked his hostess 
for showing him this mark of friendly intimacy. 
It occurred to him that, perhaps, Dora's sister 
would not stay long after dinner. When Dora, 
humiliated and mortified, explained to him that 
Philip had not returned from Paris, she was very 
naturally profuse in her apologies. Sabaroff con- 
cluded that a tHe'(i'tite had been arranged. " At 
any rate," he thought to himself, " I shall soon be 
clear on that point." 

Dinner was announced, and Gabrielle went 
down to the dining-room, followed by Dora, to 
whom Sabaroff had offered his arm. 

The dinner proceeded, excellent and well served 
in itself, but a wearisome function to all three 
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partakers of it. Dora was too much a prey to the 
most painful reflections to play the hostess with 
her usual grace. Gabrielle, at no time a conver- 
sationalist of any brilliancy, detached as she was 
from social pleasures by duty and inclination, sat 
almost mute. Sabaroff himself suffered from the 
constraint which the presence of this hospital 
nurse imposed upon him. He could never disso- 
ciate her from her semi-religious habiliments, 
which inspired him with an enforced respect. 
Dora, feeling stranded and forlorn, wrapped her- 
self in a reserve of manner that was unmistakable, 
and Gabrielle, as the dinner proceeded, grew more 
and more a prey to vague alarms while she 
watched the burning glances that Sabaroff threw 
at Dora. The dinner was of the simplest, and 
lasted, at the utmost, an hour, but to the poor girl 
it seemed unending. 

At last they were all three on their feet again, 
and she and Dora were moving to the drawing- 
room, where she would be able to speak freely to 
her sister, perhaps, and ease her mind. 

" We will leave you to your cigar. General," 
said Dora, taking the lead into the doorway. 

The General bowed, and, when they had gone, 
he seated himself again, lit a cigar, and fell into a 
revery. 

As soon as Dora reached the drawing-room she 
threw herself into her sister's arms. " I am so 
glad that you came this evening," she said. " Eva 
is not at all well. The dear child seems to get 
less and less strong as she grows older. I often 
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feel quite concerned about her. She has been 
feverish all day to-day, and you know that when 
' she has the slightest ailment she always wants 
Auntie to nurse her. The very sight of your cap 
and apron is as potent as a soothing draught, I do 
believe. I have just sent a servant to the hospital 
to know if I can keep you till to-morrow morning 
— and I was glad to have you make a third at 
dinner this evening, Philip being absent. It was 
an inspiration that brought you to the house. 
But you look quite depressed ; your face, usually 
so cheerful, so gay, is sad. You seemed strange 
all through dinner. Now, what is the matter ?" 

Gabrielle looked at Dora strangely. For a long 
time she hesitated before answering ; then, seeing 
that Dora seemed to insist, she looked her sister 
straight in the face, and said : 

" Dora, dear, why is General Sabaroff dining 
here to-night when Philip is away from home ? 
There, since you insist, it is out." 

Dora felt offended, but did not betray her feel- 
ing. 

" Ah, you see," she said, smiling ; " I knew there 
was something troubling you. Well, you must 
know that, a few days ago, Philip invited General 
Sabaroff to dine with us to-night quite enfamille^ 
and he accepted. The day before yesterday, 
Philip received a letter calling him to Paris imme- 
diately, on business connected with the shell — his 
invention, you know. He set out by the morning 
train that very day, telling me to expect him back 
about five o'clock to-day, and I cannot account 
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for his not having returned yet. I had a letter 
from him this morning in which he said that the 
matter was settled yesterday, and that he would 
take the nine o'clock train from Paris this morn- 
ing. I had suggested putting off General SabarofE, 
but he would not hear of my doing that, as he 
was sure of arriving home three hours before din- 
ner. Now, don't look at me any longer with that 
tragedy air, or you'll upset my gravity, dear. One 
would think you suspected me of arranging a 
tHe-h'tite dinner with the man. Haven't I already 
told you how glad I was that you came in time to 
sit down with us ? But how absurd all this is ! 
One would really imagine I was here on my de- 
fence. Enough of this nonsense ! And now, be- 
fore General Sabaroff has finished his smoke, I 
will run up and see how my darling is and tell her 
that you are here." 

" Dora, one moment ; I must speak to you ; I 
feel I must. Do not be offended with me, nor 
think me prying and foolish, will you, if I seem 
to meddle in what you may say does not concern 
me ; but, dear, I cannot keep it to myself any 
longer. It makes me so miserable to see what is 
going on in this house — tell me, what does it all 
mean ? You do not answer me ; you dare not tell 
me the truth." 

" My dear sister,*' said Dora, " I have nothing to 
hide from you." And, she added, with sudden 
resolution, looking Gabrielle straight in the face, 
" Love has deserted the house — that is the truth, 
a truth which will soon kill me, I hope." 
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"But whose fault is it?" rejoined Gabrielle. 
" This General Sabaroff, why is he so often here ? 
I cannot help noticing the frequency of his visits, 
and I cannot help seeing Philip's sad look and 
your altered manner towards him. Again, what 
does it all mean ? He is suffering, I am sure of 
it ; your coldness towards him is distressing him 
deeply. All your amiability seems to be reserved 
for this Russian, whom I heard you call profli- 
gate ; the last person in the world that I should 
have thought you would hoard your smiles for. 
How can you turn a cold face to such a husband 
as yours for such a man as this ?" 

" Really you are very observant, and your con- 
clusions are most charitable, my dear sister — of 
charity," said Dora, who was beginning to stifle 
with misery and indignation. 

" Yes," continued Gabrielle, not listening to her 
sister, " a husband who has given you a place in 
his heart which one only gives to God. Ah, do 
not attempt to contradict me. Your love for 
Philip is dying, if not only dead. Take care, 
Dora ; Philip still loves you. He knows nothing 
of what is going on. It is not too late. Forbid 
your door to this man before harm comes of it. 
I beseech you, put a stop to General Sabaroff 's too 
evident attentions to yovi." 

This was more than Dora could stand. This 
woman, whose pride would not allow her to 
confide her sorrow to another soul, was roused 
to her very depths, and, seizing her sister's arms, 
she said to her — 
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"My loving husband, who gives me a place 
in his heart which should be reserved for God 
alone, is ready to sell my smiles for five hundred 
thousand roubles — do you hear what I tell you ? 
After having been false to Art, that mistress of 
whom I should have been proud to be jealous, 
he does not seek to be false to me — that would 
be nothing compared to the crime he is about 
to commit. A husband ! ah, faugh ! There, I 
have unloaded my heart ; I feel better." 

" Dora, what are you saying ? You are mad." 

" I tell you that he knows everything and that 
you know nothing. It is Philip who forces me 
to receive this man in our intimate circle. It is 
he who throws open to General Sabaroff my 
dining-room, my drawing-room, and who, one of 
these days, will lend him the key of my bed- 
room. It is he who invited him to dine here 
to-night ; certainly not I." 

" But," said Gabrielle, "why is Philip not here ?" 

"Ah," exclaimed Dora, "well you may ask — 
that is just what I should like to know." 

Dora looked at Gabrielle, who stood dum- 
founded. "Never mind; don't listen to me. I 
scarcely know what I am talking about," she 
added, passing her hand over her forehead. " I 
am losing my head. No, no, my suppositions are 
impossible. He must have met with an accident. 
There can be no other explanation." 

Dora succeeded in mastering her emotion, and, 
fixing Gabrielle with a strange, half-haggard gaze, 
she said : 
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" You must not believe a word of what I have 
said ; you don't, do you ? And now I must go to 
Eva. The dear child will be so delighted to know 
you are here." 

She threw herself into her sister's arms and 
kissed her tenderly several times. 

Gabrielle stood petrified. She had long guessed 
that there was no more happiness in her sister's 
home, but she had not had the least idea that 
things had gone so far as to lead Dora to despise 
Philip. Gabrielle had always felt a mixture of 
love and admiring respect for her sister ; in her 
estimation, Dora was the ideal woman ; so much 
superior to all the other women she had known 
that she could not believe that the pedestal upon 
which she had placed her could possibly crumble 
to atoms. 

Dora returned after a few minutes. She seemed 
uneasy, still more upset than she had been when 
she left the drawing-room. 

" Eva is asking for you," she said to Gabrielle ; 
'^ she complains of sore throat now, and appears 
to be feverish, but I hope it is nothing worse than 
a cold coming. Go and sit with the dear child. 
If she should grow worse during the evening, 
send for the doctor at once. I trust her to your 
hands." 

Kissing Gabrielle once more, she tried to smile, 
and added : 

*' Don't distress yourself about me. I shall be 
able to join you presently. General Sabaroff has, 
I hope, enough tact to make him feel the awk- 
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wardness of the situation. He will retire at once. 
There, go now, dear." 

Dora, as soon as Gabrielle had left the drawing- 
room, was seized with an intangible terror. Doubt 
and uncertainty had undermined her spirits. She 
no longer felt her usual dauntless courage. She 
was afraid of being alone, afraid of the unknown, 
afraid of the man who, at any moment, might 
enter the room ; but above all was her thought 
for the child. " My poor little treasure ! going to 
be ill perhaps !" A horrible thought flashed across 
her mind and wrung a cry from her lips. " Oh, 
no, no, my God, not that! no, not if there is jus- 
tice in Heaven !" Calming herself with an effort, 
she went on : " Ah, if it was not for the child, I 
would leave this house to-day; I would go no 
matter where ; take a few brushes, and earn my 
bread with them. It would be hard if I could 
not turn my work to some a,ccount and lead a life 
independent of every one. Oh, to live anywhere, 
to live anyhow, dear Heaven, rather than go on 
with this existence, which revolts me and is crush- 
ing me. Oh, how lonely it is ! how silent the 
house is ! The very air chokes me — where is 
Philip now? What has happened that he is 
not here? What is he doing? Oh, my head 
bums so ! I will send up for Gabrielle — no, she 
must stay with Eva. What to do ? Send a tele- 
gram to Lorimer, and ask him to come quickly ? — 
no, I should have to give explanations. Beg the 
General to excuse me ; tell him I am not well and 
am obliged to retire." ' 
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She was interrupted in her reflections by the 
entrance of a servant who brought a telegram. 
Feverishly she broke open the envelope and read : 
" Missed nine o'clock train ; started at noon, and 
will be with you at eight o'clock." 

She looked at the timepiece. It was ten 
o'clock, and Philip had not yet arrived. The 
telegram was from Dover. What could have 
happened since? "Then, Philip may perhaps 
not be here at all to-night," she said to herself ; 
" I shall be forced to pass the rest of the evening 
with General Sabaroff. Is it an accident — or a 
diabolical plot ? No, no, the thought is too hor- 
rible. I must, I will chase it out of my mind. 
And yet — oh, there is only one thing to be done. 
Yes, yes, no more hesitation ; I will finish with 
the General, and to-night. No more shall Philip 
accuse me of not helping him. I will get Sabaroff 's 
signature, if power of mine can do it. I will be 
extra amiable to him — repulsive task ! Philip 
shall have his beloved money, for which he has 
broken my heart, and then — ^then I have done with 
him forever." 

When she lifted her eyes, Sabaroff stood before 
her. Immersed in her own thoughts, she had not 
seen him come in. At once rising, she collected 
her ideas rapidly and scarcdy showed sign of em- 
barrassment. 

" I must apologize again to you for my husband. 

General," she said. " I have just had a wire from 

him saying he missed the nine o'clock train in 

Paris, but that he had left at noon and would be 
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here at eight. I am very alarmed. It is ten 
o'clock. I fear there must have been an accident, 
for I can explain his absence in no other way. It 
is really most unfortunate, and I don't know how 
to apologize enough. I feel quite confused." 

The smile which crossed Sabaroff 's face at these 
words was particularly offensive to Dora. 

The General was not long coming to the point. 
When he had entered the drawing-room and found 
Dora alone, he had instantly taken his resolution. 
Here was his opportunity. 

" As far as I am concerned," he said, " there is 
nothing unfortunate in the situation — I should 
rather call it fortunate for me. So, please, do not 
apologize. I can never get enough of your so- 
ciety. Every day on which I do not see you is 
dull, weary, wasted. To be allowed to see you is 
my sweetest privilege, to see you alone my dearest 
joy." 

" Really, General, spare me, please," said Dora, 
striving to smile naturally. 

" Ah, do not stop me, do not turn away your 
face. Remember the time when I first met you 
in the lovely South, and you gave me the happi- 
ness of feeling that my society was not displeasing 
to you. These were golden days ! Your fresh 
young beauty, your clear young eyes and voice 
made the world new again for me, a travel-worn 
soldier, already beginning to find the world a 
tinsel-trimmed hearth with little warmth, and a 
great deal of ashes. Weary of the nomadic life 
of a Russian soldier, I fell to dreaming of another 
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kind of existence, a sweet, peaceful life at your 
side. I would have consecrated the rest of my 
days to the dear task of making you happy. Am- 
bition and glory, I would have said good-bye to 
all that, for my noblest ambition would have been 
to reign supreme in your heart. You judged me 
unworthy, and I have never ceased to mourn the 
fading of my beloved dream — nay, I mourn it to- 
day more than ever. If only I had found you 
happy," he added, insinuatingly. 

" You are unwise. General, to talk to me of that 
winter," rejoined Dora. " Can I ever forget that, 
thanks to you, one single day, one single hour of 
it turned me from a light-hearted, innocent, igno- 
rant girl into a woman — innocent still, but no 
longer ignorant of the sad and degrading side of 
existence. Ah, in those few moments, I had passed 
out for ever from the sweet calm garden of girl- 
hood into the dusty crowded highway of the world, 
and there I saw one of the saddest sides of life — 
the humiliation and despair of a woman dismissed, 
cast off by the man who should have passed the 
rest of his days in shielding her." 

" It was not my fault that you overheard my 
wretched secret; but a foolish liaison^ which 
seemed to a strictly nurtured girl so vile a thing, 
can it, must it make me for ever odious to a sweet 
and gracious woman who knows the world ? How 
many men have succeeded in keeping on virtue's 
path altogether? The members of the Young 
Men's Christian Association are not recruited from 
among the ranks of our society." 
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" Does wrong become right by multiplication ?" 
said Dora, who was not sorry to see the turn that 
the conversation had taken, a turn which would 
give her the opportunity of making a little sermon 
that should cool down the ardor of the General. 
" I shall never be able to understand why the men 
who belong to what is called Society should not 
be expected to conduct themselves as honorably 
as those of the modest middle classes. It is from 
above that example should come, and, believe me, 
it will have to come from above, or Society will 
disappear for want of having fulfilled its mis- 
sion." 

" Well, well, you may be right," said Sabaroff ; 
" but listen to my story. For months, for years, 
I could not bear to think of all that I had lost in 
losing you. Was it any wonder that I went half 
mad and ran into all kinds of excesses? The 
light of your pure eyes was turned away from me. 
I tossed about like a rudderless ship, and only my 
ambition saved me from wreckage of body and 
soul." 

"Does it not seem to you a little cowardly," 
said Dora, glad to recover the thread of her little 
sermon; " for a man to lay the blame for such a 
life at a woman's door, because he would not ex- 
ercise the self-control that thousands of women 
have to exercise almost all their lives ? Do you 
think it is only men who feel ? Ah, believe me, 
there are few women who have not had, at some 
period of their lives, to suffer and be silent, to 
hold a bursting heart, and go about the daily task, 
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with its cruel, half - mechanical routine, which 
leaves the mind free to dwell on all the misery 
that stirring scenes might help it to forget. Those 
who give way to their despair, Society mocks at ; 
those who abandon themselves to their passions, 
society puts outside the pale." 

Dora began to feel that she was putting too 
much heat into her reply. With an attempt at a 
tone of indifference, she went on : 

" But tell me more about that saving grace of 
ambition. General ? It has made you a great and 
powerful man." 

" Great, no ; powerful, yes," replied Sabaroff, 
and he laid an insinuating stress on the word yes^ 
which did not escape Dora's notice. " But, of all 
the satisfaction which my present position of con- 
fidence with my imperial master has brought me, 
nothing is so sweet as the power of doing what I 
am going to do for you." 

" I am so proud you approve of the shell — then 
you will have it taken up by the Russian govern- 
ment " 

"Yes," said Sabaroff, "I have the paper here 
ready to sign, and am only waiting for a telegram 
from St. Petersburg, which I have ordered to be 
brought to me here if it should happen to arrive 
before ten o'clock." 

" My husband will be so glad !" 

"Ah, *my husband will be glad,'" repeated 

Sabaroff, in a half-mocking tone. " Mrs. Grantham, 

will you be glad ? Dora,^' said he, warming as he 

proceeded, "do you not realize that what I am 
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going to do is for your sake, and not for the man 
who has won the only woman I ever loved ?" 

On hearing herself called by her Christian 
name, Dora was indignant. 

" General, once more I beg of you, I*m afraid 
you forget yourself." 

At this moment a servant entered the room. 

"A telegram for his Excellency," said he. 
Then he handed the telegram to the General, 
and retired after receiving Dora's order to bring 
tea. 

Sabaroflf read the despatch to Dora : " Approved 
by Council of War. Final decision left to you. 
If you yourself approve, offer five hundred thou- 
sand roubles." 

Dora was standing at the fireplace, with one 
foot on the fender. Sabaroff, with the telegram 
in his hand, gave her a look which seemed to say: 
"When I soXd. powerful, you see I was right." 

The servant brought the tea, which he placed 
on a table near Dora, and retired. 

Dora poured out two cups. 

" No milk, I think — a little rum and some lemon, 
itlaRusser 

" Thank you," said Sabaroflf. 

He cut himself a slice of lemon, helped himself 
to rum, and began to sip his tea. 

There was an unbroken silence for a couple of 
minutes. 

" You are not oflfended with me," he resumed. 
"Ah, forgive me if I have called you by your 
beautiful first name, your sweet name of Dora ; it 
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is the only one I ever give you in my thoughts. 
Here is a pansy," he said, opening his pocket- 
book^ " a flower that you dropped at Monte Carlo. 
There is no Mrs. Grantham for me ; there is Dora, 
the name I cannot forget." 

" This man really loved me, then," said Dora to 
herself, " and loves me still, perhaps." The thought 
displeased her, but it was not insulting. She 
thought of the pansies which had come regularly, 
year after year, on the anniversary of her marriage. 
Then, if he loved her still, she had everything to 
fear in this solitary tite-^t-tSte. She resolved to be 
more than ever on her guard. 

" But it is precisely my other name, General, 
that I would have you remember always," she said, 
with a calm smile. 

" If I thought of that one, I should not be here 
now ; I should never come to this house," said 
Sabaroff, "I should not be now preparing to 
sign this paper, which is to enrich still further the 
man to whom you gave yourself, the man who 
already possesses the only thing I ever really 
craved. Shall I sign ? Why should I ?" said he, 
drawing from his pocket an envelope containing a 
blank contract. " What will be my thanks ? What 
is to be my reward ?" 

"Oh, General," said Dora, nervous but still 
smiling, " you are too good a patriot to need any 
incentive but the love of your country." 

"No, Mrs. Grantham, that is not enough. I 
love my country, but I do not love your husband. 
For you alone I sign. To you I turn for my re- 
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ward. Ah, let me hear from those lovely lips that 
you have only kind, pitying thoughts for the man 
who still worships you and loves you as you are 
worthy to be loved." 

Sabaroff's eyes were lit with a strange fire, and 
threw burning glances upon Dora. She began to 
tremble. This man frightened her. 

"Of course. General, I am grateful, I" . . . 
She felt incapable of finishing the phrase. " Must 
I go through with this ?" she thought " Oh, that 
I could get rid of this man ?" 

Sabaroff did not take his eyes off her face. He 
was striving to read her inmost thoughts. 

" I have no resentment," she continued ; " I have 
long ago forgotten what passed between us, and 
if you will do the same, here is my hand." 

Sabaroff unfolded the paper which he had taken 
from the envelope, placed it on the table, and 
signed it. Dora was still holding out her hand 
to him. Sabaroff seized it and drew her close to 
him. 

" Dora," he exclaimed, " my Dora !" 

" You forget, once more you forget," she said, 
freeing herself. " If my husband were here "... 

" If your husband were here !" cried Sabaroff, 
with a sneer. "Once for all, is it possible that 
you do not see the r61e that your husband is play- 
ing ? Are you indeed so blind ? Tell me, does a 
man encourage a former lover of his wife about 
his house constantly, a lover who was on the point 
of becoming her fianc/^ and who perhaps loves her 
still ? Does he miss the train when he knows that 
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his wife will be alone with that man for a whole 
evening ? No, my dear Mrs. Grantham, a man 
misses everything you like to name, but he does 
not miss such a train as that. Ah, let us have no 
more of these pretences. You know perfectly 
well what he is, that husband of yours who missed 
his train. You know that you have no love left 
for him, that you only feel the most profound con- 
tempt for that man who, to put a fortune in his 
purse, does not hesitate to play the mart complai- 
sant:' 

" No, it's impossible, it is not true," cried Dora, 
suffocating with indignation, " spare me your sup- 
positions." 

" You shall not make me believe that you do 
not despise him. I have watched you both care- 
fully from the first day that I have visited your 
house. Do not deceive me, do not attempt to de- 
ceive yourself. You do not love your husband. 
I have seen how your noble heart has shrunk from 
contact with so sordid a nature as he has proved 
to be in the past few months. He may have loved 
you once, in his cool, jelly-fish fashion ; perhaps 
you have loved him yourself, but since his new 
craze for wealth has ousted you from his consid- 
eration, except when you are useful to him as a 
bait, you have hated him — ah, worse than that, 
you have despised him. You know that he is not 
worthy of you, who have the soul as well as the 
body of an angel. No, you are not blind ; you 
are not a child, to sit down tamely under his treat- 
ment of you. Be a woman, take a woman's revenge. 
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Only give me a tithe of the love he has held so 
lightly and I will be your slave, your adoring slave 
to my dying day. Dora, I love you," he cried as 
he advanced towards her. 

" I can listen to no more of this. You have 
tried my patience too far already. I thank you, 
in my husband's name. General, for having signed 
this paper, but I don't feel well ; have pity on me. 
You have before you a woman full of gratitude for 
what you have done ; it would not be generous 
to take advantage of it to press your company 
upon me in my present state. Please leave me 
now, please." 

" Leave you ! leave you ! Ah, ah ! And this 
is my reward. Now that you have obtained all 
you want you dismiss me. Dora, take care. You 
are too intelligent, too much of a woman, not to 
see that my love for you has come back to me re- 
doubled, that it blinds me, makes me mad, and 
that your resistance only adds fuel to the fire." 

" Go, I beseech you, at once," exclaimed Dora, 
now thoroughly alarmed ; " go, I command you. 
Nothing will force me to listen to you any longer 
— I tell you I am suffering tortures ; you say that 
you love me, then spare me and go." 

" So, then," said he, reproachfully, " you let me 
see you, let me come here almost day after day 
until I cannot live away from you, and then, when 
you have done your despicable husband's work, 
you dismiss me with a many thanks^ good-bye. No, 
Dora," he added, raising his voice, " I will not be 
dismissed so. Look at me well," he said, seizing 
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her arm, '' do I look like a man who can be so 
lightly played with ?" 

" Let me go, you hurt me," cried Dora, dis- 
tracted with indignation, " how dare you treat me 
so r 

" How dare I ?" said Sabaroff. " You wonder 
how I dare? Ah, wonder rather that I kept 
silent so long with your beautiful face before me, 
your voice and eyes bewitching me, your lips so 
near, all your loveliness making mad riot in my 
pulses ? What do you think I am made of ? Does 
one take a starving wretch to see a banquet 
spread, and, when he has just begun to eat, then 
cast him out, because he dares to say he is hun- 
gry still ? Does one offer rich wine to a weary 
traveller, and, when he has taken but one sip from 
the cup, dash it from his lips and bid him begone ? 
In your presence, Dora, I am craving for your 
lovev" 

" Philip, where are you ?" cried the poor woman, 
wildly, and feeling more dead than alive. 

She made towards the door, but Sabaroff inter- 
cepted her passage. 

" Dora," said he, " why keep up this farce any 
longer ? Be honest. Unmask yourself, for I am 
convinced you are wearing a mask. Why do you 
call your husband? You know that he is not 
here, and you must know only too well why he is 
not here. Your husband has kept away to-night 
that you may be alone with me. You cannot 
but despise him, a creature who, when he had won 
it, knew not how to value the prize I crave in vain. 
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And now that I have found you suffering tortures 
at his callousness, you will not let me tell you 
how I love you — passionately, madly ! Ah, since 
it is he who throws you into my arms, come and 
make your home there ; you shall never repent 
the step — I swear it !" 

" Ah, enough, enough, spare me any more indig- 
nities," cried Dora, with head proudly uplifted. 
"General Sabaroff ! leave — ^leave this house in- 
stantly." 

So saying, she made a movement towards the 
bell. 

" Dora," cried Sabaroff, seizing her in his strong 
arms. 

She struggled, and finished by freeing herself 
from his grasp. 

" Go this moment, I tell you. You have treated 
me as you would not dare treat a servant-girl in 
a low lodging-house, you have treated me as if 
you took me for a Mimi Latouche — you are a 
coward !" 

Dora was nearly at the end of her strength. 
She was wild, at bay, without power to cry for 
help. A coquette would have known how to de«» 
fend herself. Knowing to what she exposes her- 
self, the coquette always prepares a line of retreat 
before engaging in the battle ; but a woman as 
pure as Dora is almost defenceless in the presence 
of a man who has burned his ships and who in- 
tends to stop at nothing ; she has no weapons for 
such a contest. Dora was paralyzed with fright 
and indignation. She made a last and supreme 
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effort to reach the bell ; but Sabaroff stopped her, 
and seizing her more firmly than he had done be- 
fore, he cried — 

" My reward ! I clsum my reward for so much 
patience !" 

She was in his arms, panting, almost unconscious. 
He strained her to his heart, and kissed her pas- 
sionately on the eyes, on the lips again and again. 
Exhausted by the struggle, Dora yet made a su- 
preme effort, and succeeded in once more freeing 
herself from Sabaroff's hold ; but he caught her 
by the arm, which he kissed devouringly. Dora 
sank fainting on the sofa.- 

At this moment the door opened, and Gabrielle, 
with agony depicted on her face, rushed into the 
room. She had come to fetch her sister to take 
her to Eva's bedside, for the child had grown rap- 
idly worse. Seeing Sabaroff on his knees, gazing 
at Dora, she drew back, stifling a cry, and, wring- 
ing her hands in despair, she disappeared. 

Sabaroff heard the cry, but did not move. Af- 
ter a moment, turning round and seeing no one, 
he rang the bell, hurriedly impressed a further 
kiss on the forehead of the unconscious woman, 
and left without waiting for the arrival of a ser- 
vant. 

When the servant entered, Dora had regained 
consciousness. 

" Did you ring, ma'am ?" 

« No," she said ; « what is it ?" 

She looked around her, passing her hand over 
her eyes and forehead. She realized that she was 
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alone. Her eyes were haggard. She looked wild, 
half mad. 

" Where is he," she said, " gone ?" 

Then she fixed her eyes on the servant, who 
seemed to have a message to deliver. 

" Well, what is it ?" she repeated. 

" Miss Gabrielle," replied the man, " told me to 
say that she had sent for the doctor, and that he 
is now with Miss Eva. Will you please go up at 
once, ma'am ?" 

Dora gazed fixedly at the man. She had not 
heard, or, rather, she had not taken in a single 
word of the servant's message. She signed to 
him to go, and he left. 

Taking her head in both hands, she tried to re- 
member what had been happening. 

" My body burns," she murmured, " I feel as if 
I had been bitten by a reptile." Her eyes fell on 
her arm, where Sabaroff's kiss had left a mark 
that was still red. A cry of disgust and horror 
escaped her. She gazed again at her arm, leaped 
to her feet, and paced the room, almost foaming 
with rage. To wipe out that mark was her one 
thought. With her handkerchief she rubbed the 
burning spot, and, with a movement of fury, 
sucked it and spat as if she had been sucking 
poison from the bite of a snake. She was unrec- 
ognizable, transformed into a tigress ready to 
spring upon any who might come near. Sudden- 
ly an idea lit up her face, as she passed the fire- 
place in her furious pacings. She seized the poker 
and thrust it in among the live coals. 
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" Yes, yes, I will, I'll do it," she muttered. 

Suddenly she heard a cab stop outside, and the 
street door open and close noisily. Philip, for it 
was he, bounded up-stairs and rushed into the 
drawing-room. It was half-past eleven. 

Dora had the poker in her hand. She put it 
back into the fire. 

" Ah, my dear Dora," said Philip, quite out of 
breath, " I can't tell you how sorry I am to have 
been delayed all these hours. I missed the nine- 
o'clock train, as I explained in my wire ; but I 
must tell you all about that by-and-by. It's a 
long story. 1 left Paris at noon, as you know, 
but the train broke down between Canterbury 
and Chatham, and got in three hours late. But 
for that I should have been here at eight. The 
General is gone, of course," he added. 

Dora stood motionless, speechless. She merely 
nodded her head affirmatively. 

" How shall I ever be able to excuse myself to 
him ? I wish now that I had followed your sug- 
gestion and put off this dinner, so as not to run 
such a risk. When you travel, you start, but you 
don't know what may happen before you reach 
home again." 

He caught sight of the paper, which Sabaroff 
had signed, lying on the table. He seized it 
eagerly and beg^n to read. 

" What is this ?" he exclaimed, overcome with 

joy. "Why, it is the purchase of my shell by the 

Russian government. The General ought to have 

stayed. You should have kept him ... I should 
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have been so happy to thank him myself . . . 
but, I understand, the proprieties, I suppose, he 
did not like to stay on during my absence . . . 
Five hundred thousand roubles ! here it is, all 
set down and signed . . . Ah, my Dora, my dar- 
ling !" 

Dora did not move. She was pale as death. 
She looked at him with eyes that appeared to see 
nothing. 

Philip made as if he would seize her in his arms. 
She recoiled affrighted. 

" Don't touch me ! Don't come near me !" she 
cried in a voice that gurgled. 

"Dora, what has happened? Heavens, you 
frighten me. What is the matter ? Why, you are 
trembling, you can scarcely stand ! Speak, speak, 
what is it ?" 

"Where have you been and where have you 
come from ?" 

" But I have just told you what happened to 
me. I missed the nine-o'clock train, and there was 
an accident . . . but what is the use of trying to 
explain anything to you in your present state ? 
You evidently do not understand. I ask you 
again. What has been happening here to put you 
in such a state ?" 

" Ah, ah, he asks me what has happened !" she 
hissed, snatching the paper from Philip's hands. 
" This has happened. Your ambition is satisfied 
now. Here is the signature that gives you half a 
million of roubles, the gold for which you did not 
hesitate to make me submit to the society of a be- 
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trayer of women, a protector of Mimi Latouche, 
a man against whom my whole womanhood re- 
volted. Stung by your heartless indifference to 
my pleadings, stung by your taunts that I no 
longer helped you, I have goaded myself to endure 
his presence constantly. And now I think my 
task is ended ; I have paid the price ; so take the 
paper — it is yours. It is signed. The gold will 
be handed to you." 

" Dora, for God's sake, tell me, what does it 
mean ? You never spoke to me like this before," 
gasped Philip, in a voice choking with anger and 
excitement. 

" Hush !" continued Dora, " your ambition is 
realized. Your fortune is more than doubled ; 
but when you are counting it up, think of me, 
your wife, in the arms of that man, every fibre of 
my powerless body revolting at the kisses of his 
polluted lips. Yes, the lips of that libertine have 
soiled mine ; on my face, on my arms, he pressed 
his burning kisses. Look, look at this arm. See 
for yourself the mark that will not go. I am 
stained, contaminated. Oh ! am I mad ? No, I 
have drunk the bitter draught, I have gone through 
the mire of degradation ; and now is the nightmare 
ended ? Are you satisfied, or shall I call him back 
to offer him the rest ?" 

"I will kill him," cried Philip. 

" Ah, rather kill me ; that would be more gen- 
erous," exclaimed Dora. " Take your money, and 
now let me go — ^unless," she added, with a sneer, 
"you have some other War Minister that you wish 
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to take your invention ; think, I am here to pay 
the price they may exact for their approval." 

"Dora, this is madness — ^you are out of your 
mind." 

" I soon should be if I stayed here." 

Dora broke off suddenly. The coming of the 
servant flashed across her mind. He had brought 
a message. What was it ? 

"Yes, yes, of course, I remember. Gabrielle 
sent for me a few moments ago— she had called 
the doctor to Eva — Eva ! Ah, let me go to my 
child," she cried, waving Philip aside as he was 
going to speak again. 

But before she reached the door, Gabrielle had 
opened it. 

"Are you coming?" said the poor girl, with 
tears in her voice. 

"Eva?" 

" Yes, she is worse ; it is diphtheria." 

Dora realized now only the full import of the 
former message. With one horror-struck look at 
the distressed white face before her she rushed 
from the room, uttering a broken cry — 

"Eva!" 

Gabrielle followed after her, and Philip was 
left crushed, stunned, incapable yet of under- 
standing clearly the terrible scene which he had 
just witnessed, or the new terror with which he 
was brought face to face. 



XIV 

EVA 

Philip dropped into an arm-chair. His fore- 
head was bathed in perspiration. He was seized 
with a convulsive trembling, caused by the rage 
that he felt at not being able to avenge there and 
then the outrageous conduct of General Sabaroff 
towards his wife. If he had known at that moment 
where to find the Russian, he would have gone 
straightway and had it out with him. He went 
through a torment of impotent fury and disap- 
pointment at thinking that his arrival had been 
but a few moments too late. 

" Fool that I was !" he cried, " what have I 
done ? Then Dora thinks " — he dared not utter 
his thought — " and, if so, I am guilty in her mind 
of the vilest, the most despicable act that a man 
can commit — it is a frightful idea ! And yet my 
indifference, my insistence that Dora should re- 
ceive that man, when she implored me not to 
oblige her to submit to his company — Sabaroff 
loves her still, then ? Or does he, too, believe that 
he was encouraged by me ? Oh, but the thought 
is horrible ! The idea of it is maddening. Fool 
that I have been !" 
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For the first time he saw the enormity of his 
conduct. He called himself coward and criminal. 
In that dreadful hour he awoke from his dream 
and became himself again. The veil fell from his 
eyes, the transformation was complete. To do 
him justice there was no more inventor, no more 
blindly ambitious seeker after wealth, but the 
Philip of former days with no thought but for 
Dora. He would have g^ven, that night, his last 
farthing for a smile from her ! 

Philip rose suddenly from his seat. He must 
take a resolution on the spot. He was face to 
face with a vital crisis on which all his future life 
depended. His first impulse was to go to Dora 
and throw himself at her feet to implore her par- 
don. " No," he said to himself, " as long as that 
contract exists, there is nothing to be done." He 
held it in his hands, that paper which had cost 
Dora so much. It burned to the touch. He looked 
at it twice, and he read it through. His mind was 
at once made up — tear up the thing, and fling it 
in the face of Sabaroff ! 

During this time there was much movement, 
much sound of coming and going on the stair- 
case and in the hall. Suddenly Philip recognized 
the voice of Dr. Templeton saying, " It is the only 
way to save her — at least, the only hope." Upon 
this a servant came rapidly down-stairs, and Philip 
stopped him in the hall to ask — 

" Where are you going ?" 

" To St. George's Hospital," was the reply. 

" For Miss Eva ? Is she worse ?" 
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" Yes, sir ; it appears that they are going to per- 
form tracheotomy," said the man, who had heard 
the word and repeated it correctly. 

Philip flew up-stairs. When he reached the 
door of Eva's room, saw the child half-choking and 
unconscious, and saw Dora kneeling by the bed- 
side, he dared not enter, but stood in the door- 
way — heart-broken, pale, and immobile as death. 
That which crowned his misery and despair was 
the fact that Dora had not thought of sending 
down for him in such a moment as this. With 
difficulty he repressed the sob that rose from his 
heart. He realized then all the depth of the abyss 
that separated him now from his wife and child, an 
abyss of his own digging. No, he, adoring Eva as 
he did, dared not penetrate into the room where 
she lay. 

Almost immediately a surgeon and two stu- 
dents arrived from the hospital. Philip let them 
pass, and then took up his post of observation 
again ; but when he saw them open the case that 
contained the shining steel instruments and little 
sponges, the needles, and all the apparatus for 
their operation ; when he saw the surgeon sign to 
Dora to rise and, by a touch firm and gentle, di- 
rect her to leave the bedroom, Philip could bear 
up no longer ; all his courage forsook him. He 
fled to the library, and there let his choking tears 
have way. Wretched and forsaken, he broke 
down utterly. 

" Oh God !" he cried, " it is too much ; I have 
not deserved such punishment." 
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Gabrielle was a great help to the doctors, and 
prompt and reliable in her movements — a nurse 
of the first order. She watched with a calm, 
clear vision the work of the bistoury on the little 
throat, and knew exactly when to hand the imple- 
ments necessary as the work proceeded, and earned 
the compliment of the surgeon thereupon ; but it 
was not merely her nurse's intelligence that was 
at work, it was her love for the child she ached to 
save. 

The preparation being completed, the surgeon, 
with a hand at once deft and rapid, introduced 
the tube into the trachea. Eva opened her eyes 
almost immediately. A flush of living color re- 
turned to her face, and she breathed freely again. 
The tube was then bandaged into place, and a long 
silk handkerchief tied firmly round the throat. 
Soon the child's face lost its aspect of deathly 
struggle and put on a smiling look of profound 
relief and happy peace. Her countenance lit up 
with a seraphic light ; it was as though the child's 
soul had just been wafted back to its dwelling- 
place from a visit to paradise. 

When all was done, Dora was fetched and 
shown the success of the operation. 

" Then she is saved !" she cried, clasping her 
hands and lifting to heaven a glance of thanks- 
giving. 

" Not yet," said the doctor, " there remains the 
morbid action to cure ; but there is hope, every 
hope. Only you must watch the child with ex- 
treme attention ; she must not be left for a mo- 
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ment. She must not be allowed to move for some 
time. If the tube got displaced, or if the heart, 
which is very feeble, should receive the least 
shock, everything would be over in a moment 
"But, "added he, "I confide your child to this 
lady's care," indicating Gabrielle, " I have seldom 
met with a nurse so gifted. Rely in all security 
upon her ; I have given her my instructions, and 
she knows to the full the importance of them." 

The surgeon bowed to Dora, and departed. 

Dora returned to the bedside on tiptoe, and, 
placing her finger on her lips, made signs to Eva 
that she was to keep perfectly quiet ; then, throw- 
ing her a kiss and a smile of a guardian angel, 
she sat down beside the child. Her face betrayed 
no sign of weakness, expressed neither grief nor 
despair ; it was scarcely sad. She had the look 
of a man who throws himself into the sea, to try 
and save some beloved friend in deadly peril of 
drowning. 

Philip did not go to bed. He begged Gabrielle 
to come two or three times during the night to 
tell him how the child fared, and he remained 
in the library. Dora watched all night by Eva's 
bed. She was valiant, and inspired others with 
her own brave spirit. She had thrown aside 
the thought of all that had happened in the 
drawing- room a few hours before ; far, indeed, 
from her thoughts Was the man who had insulted 
her, and who no longer existed in her thoughts — 
the distracted mother had swamped the indignant 
woman. It was with death that she had to fight 
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now, and she fought with a sang-froid and a 
courage that were the astonishment and admira- 
tion of all who surrounded her. 

The morning and the afternoon passed without 
new disquieting symptoms arising, and at night 
the doctor left his patient going on satisfactorily. 

The following morning, about seven o'clock, 
Dora, worn out with excitement, had fallen into 
a doze. 

Gabrielle went to tell Philip that Eva also was 
sleeping, and that such sleep was a very good 
sign. Their hopes rose considerably. Philip could 
not resist the longing he had to go and look upon 
his wife and child, both sleeping calmly at last, 
unconscious of pain and anxiety. He crept stealth- 
ily up-stairs, opened very softly the door of the 
dear child's room, and with loving eyes looked 
towards the bed. Unhappily, Eva just woke up. 
She saw in the doorway her father whom she 
loved and had not seen for several days; she 
raised herself eagerly and tried to call, " Daddy." 
The little form fell back heavily upon the pillow. 

When Gabrielle came into the room again, 
Dora was still sleeping. Eva slept too, but it 
was the sleep from which none waken. 



XV 

THE SEPARATION 

When Dora awoke, Gabrielle was standing at 
the bedside, motionless, beautiful in her impas- 
sive grace, and looking like one of the angels that 
painters represent at the bedside of children whose 
souls they have come to bear to the abode of the 
seraphims. 

Dora looked at Gabrielle, then at the child. 
With heartrending cry she threw herself on 
Eva's body. The struggle was over, and she had 
lost the battle. Her strength forsook her, all her 
being seemed to be crushed. She slipped inani- 
mate on the floor. They bore her to her own 
room, where, for more than a week, she lay be- 
numbed by her grief, unconscious of everything, 
hovering between life and death. None but Ga- 
brielle and Hobbs were allowed access to her 
chamber. Philip was excluded by the doctor's 
command. In her delirium the name of her hus- 
band was often on her lips. " Philip," she would 
cry, " murderer ! you have killed my child." He 
had been indeed her murderer ! Involuntarily it 
is true, but nevertheless he had killed her. If he 
had resisted his desire to look upon his child, she 
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would probably have recovered, surrounded as she 
was by the most assiduous care. Her death had 
been accidental. In moving, and in trying to lift 
her poor little fragile body into a sitting posture, 
she had caused the derangement of the tube, and 
the heart had been suddenly stopped. Choking 
and syncope instantly did their dreadful work, 
and all was over. 

Neither Dora nor Gabrielle ever knew, how- 
ever, that Philip had been the involuntary cause 
of Eva's death. He himself never suspected the 
terrible truth. 

" In spite of my injunctions," said the doctor, 
" the child has been allowed to move herself. She 
must have sat up in bed." 

The last words that Eva had said to her mother 
came back constantly to Dora's memory. " How 
sad it is here ! Oh, mama, how I wish we were 
in our other house ; you know, the one where we 
lived when w^ were happy." Poor little darling ! 
" When we were happy." A phrase like that in 
the mouth of a child of five, intended by nature 
for joy and brightness, had made Dora's heart 
bleed. The last words of the child were the irre- 
vocable sentence of the father. Tears might have 
relieved Dora's desolate heart, and her faithful 
watchers hoped day by day for the crisis which 
never came. But she lay in numb paralyzing 
grief, and never a tear fell. Her life was ;tiot in 
danger, but her reason was. The delirium con- 
tinued day and night. Often she did not know 
her two devoted nurses, Gabrielle and Hobbs. 
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Her utterances were mostly incoherent sentences 
in which three names occurred constantly — Philip, 
Eva, Sabaroff. "Is that man gone?" And she 
would seek upon her arm for traces of the loathed 
kisses he had placed there. " Where is Philip ? 
Gone, too, no doubt." Then she would resume : 
" Eva ? Yes, I am alone — all alone ; everybody is 
gone." The scene quite unnerved the two dear 
women who were enforced spectators of it. They 
would take her hands and kiss them — Gabrielle 
with affectionate warmth, and Hobbswith the most 
touching respect. 

The days dragged on, but the doctor did not 
despair. Dora's constitution was so strong, her 
will so powerful, her courage so lofty always, that 
there might be a crisis at any moment, and a fa- 
vorable change might well ensue. He counted 
upon help in the carrying out of anything he 
might plan for the patient's good. He was well 
aware of all that had been passing latterly in the 
house. He was the friend and confidant of both 
husband and wife. Nothing had been hidden 
from him, not even the scene between Sabaroff 
and Dora. He advised Philip to leave the house. 
" You must do it," said he ; " only time can cure 
your wife. Have patience. Go away for a few 
days. She is dazed ; an explanation would but 
irritate her more — she is not in a state to listen. 
I quite expect to sec her recover her mental fac- 
ulties as suddenly as she lost them. The strength 
of her character is prodigious, and that strength 
will probably show itself in some sudden decision. 
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Do not cross her in anything," added he to Ga- 
brielle, who had come to receive his directions. 
" Whatever decision she may take when the crisis 
is over, be very careful to fall in with it. I do not 
despair of anything, neither for her nor for you, 
my dear fellow," said he, shaking hands with 
Philip, in whose eyes tears were glistening. 

Philip consented to obey. He left his house, 
went to Paris for two days, and on his return to 
London remained a week at the Alexandra Hotel, 
a few yards from his house, which he visited 
twice or thrice a day for news of Dora. We shall 
see later how he employed his time during these 
few days of banishment 

. Eva had been dead ten days. One morning, 
when Dora awoke from an excellent night of ten 
hours* sleep, Gabrielle and Hobbs were astonished 
to see their patient calm, and not only in full 
possession of her faculties, but apparently strong 
and courageous. The evening before she had 
wept for the first time, but the crisis had ended 
there. 

Dora asked for breakfast. When Gabrielle re- 
minded her that she had some medicine to take 
first, Dora reiterated her demand in an imperative 
fashion. "I tell you I am hungry," said she; and 
she not only asked for her breakfast, but she chose 
her own food. Her orders were obeyed. She ate 
a small boiled sole, an egg, and two slices of toast, 
and drank a ctip of tea. Gabrielle and Hobbs 
were fairly amazed. They looked at Dora, they 
174 






THE SEPARATION 

looked at each other, they could not believe their 
eyes. It was a resurrection. 

" I am going to get up/' said Dora, when the 
tray had been removed. 

" You cannot think of such a thing," said Ga- 
brielle. 

" I tell you, I am going to get up," repeated 
Dora ; " I am better, much better." 

Her eyes shot lightning glances. Her two 
nurses Were dumbfounded, and knew not what to 
do. The doctor had not yet arrived on his morn- 
ing round. 

"Do have patience, ma'am. Wait at least 
until the doctor comes," said Hobbs, thoroughly 
alarmed. And she insisted upon it that her mis- 
tress must not get up until Doctor Templeton 
came. 

" I shall not wait for anything," said Dora. " I 
tell you that I am going to get up." 

She left her bed, swayed for a moment on her 
feet ; but presently, standing bravely up without 
support of any kind, she said, with a laugh, 

" You see quite well that I am better. I am 
cured. I shall dress and go out." 

" But you are crazy," said Gabrielle. 

" You are joking, ma'am," added Hobbs. 

It is true that the doctor had told them to do 
nothing which might cross her, but the two good 
women, said to themselves : " Yet, if she wanted 
to throw herself out of the window, we should 
certainly not let her do it. And to go out in her 
present state is probably about as dangerous." 
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They did not know what to do. The doctor did 
not come. Still less did they know what to think. 
Was Dora completely mad, or was this some mar- 
vellous and mysterious metamorphosis? No; she 
was not mad. Dora possessed something which 
has saved thousands of much-tried human beings 
from spiritual and moral shipwreck, and has reat- 
tached them to life again. She possessed that 
eternal god whom the Greeks called enthusiasm^ 
that divine transport which, lifting the soul above 
itself, excites to great resolutions and lofty ac- 
tions. 

Eva was no more. Philip was gone, and little 
she cared to know where. She was free, mistress 
of her actions. She had no longer husband or 
child. Well, there was still left to her a third 
motive for living — Art ! The mother and the wife 
had ceased to exist, but the artist was still alive. 

Gabrielle tried once more to dissuade Dora 
from going out, but without success ; no argu- 
ment could influence her. She consented, how- 
ever, that Gabrielle should accompany her. She 
dressed herself without help. The mourning rai- 
ment which had been ordered she had not yet 
been able to have fitted, but she found in her 
wardrobe a black dress which served. A hat 
which Hobbs, in a few minutes, trimmed with 
crape completed her toilette. She did not ap- 
pear to be in the least excited. She was calm, 
deliberate, sure of each of her words, sure of each 
of her movements. Gabrielle, who was under the 
influence of this powerful will, obeyed her sister's 
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most trivial wishes, and appeared to be complete- 
ly reassured about her. She begged her, however, 
for her own satisfaction, to let her feel her pulse 
and take her temperature. The pulse was nor- 
mal, and the temperature did not indicate the 
least trace of fever. The case appeared to her to 
be a most exceptional one, almost phenomenal in 
fact, but she was reassured and much comforted. 
She no longer felt any anxiety, especially as the 
morning promised to be fine, and the open air 
could certainly do Dora nothing but good. 

"Well, where are we going?" said Gabrielle, 
whose curiosity was keenly aroused. 

" To St. John's Wood," replied Dora. 

"To St. John's Wood?" 

" Yes, I am going to take a studio there. I 
have something left to me still. I can paint, and 
paint I will !" 

Gabrielle was amazed. She gazed with affec- 
tionate eyes at Dora, and kissed her. It was hap- 
piness to see her reviving interest in life. 

" Send for a cab, darling," said Dora. 
' When the vehicle was at the door, Dora, with 
Gabrielle at her side, descended the steps with a 
firm foot, seated herself in the cab, and gave the 
driver an address in Finchley Road. 

She was set down in front of the office of an 
estate agent, and told the driver to wait. There 
she was given several addresses of apartments to 
let. Two or three rooms, one of. them large and 
possessing a good north light, was what she 
wanted. 
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After a round of inspection, she fixed her choice 
upon a set of rooms a few yards from Elm Avenue. 
The place suited her requirements in every re- 
spect, and the price was reasonable, thirty pounds 
a year. 

She was not asked for references, for her name 
was well known in these regions. The people 
who let her the rooms thought that Philip had 
need of a studio there for some special work, and 
that his wife had been sent to choose a suitable 
one for him. 

" When do you wish to take possession, Mad- 
am ?" asked the agent who had accompanied her. 

" At once," replied Dora ; " that is, to-morrow 
or the next day." 

And the whole matter was arranged then and 
there. 

When Dora got into her cab again, she began 
to talk almost gayly. She looked happy once 
more. It was a glimpse of the old Dora that 
Gabrielle had known all her life, but missed for 
a while, and now rejoiced to see again. 

At the end of a couple of hours they were at 
home again. Poor Hobbs had been a prey to 
terrible fears, all the while conjuring up in her 
mind visions of her beloved mistress being 
brought back on a litter in a dying condition. 
^ She had spent the time watching at the window 
in mortal anxiety. 

Dora stepped briskly out of the cab, paid the 
driver, and threw her arms round the poor woman, 
who looked more dead than alive. 
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" Ah, at last," gasped Hobbs. " Oh, ma'am, how 
could you ! how could you !" 

So saying, she burst into tears, and then began 
. to smile again on seeing Dora standing so alert 
and on the point of making fun of her. 

" But what do you mean, my dear Hobbs ?" said 
Dora. "I feel quite recovered. The fresh air 
has done me a lot of good and has ^ven me a 
ferocious appetite." 

"Well, well ! I declare !" exclaimed Hobbs, com- 
forted a little by these words and the sight of her 
patient. But she went on wondering whether she 
was dreaming or whether Dora had gone clean mad. 

"Hobbs," said Dora, "we must make haste 
about our preparations. We leave the house 
to-morrow, and, God be praised, never to return," 
she added. 

" To-morrow, ma'am !" rejoined Hobbs, with a 
look that seemed to express the impossibility of 
further astonishment. 

" Yes, to-morrow, we get to a new home and 
take leave of this one." 

"She has already taken leave of something 
else," thought the distressed servant. 

" We go to St. John's Wood ! But why do 
you» stare so, Hobbs? You are not going to 
remain here and let me go without you, surely ?" 

" How could I think of doing such a thing !" 
said poor Hobbs, really hurt by the suggestion. 

And she fell to laughing and crying softly to 
herself without knowing why, thoroughly be- 
wildered at the turn things had taken. 
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Dora passed the remainder of the day in choos- 
ing the things she intended to take away with 
her ; first, the furniture of her own bedroom and 
that of Hobbs, then some studio belongings, the 
two easels, and her portrait which Philip had not 
finished, the old clock that stood in the hall, and 
a few other things that belonged to her person- 
ally ; some table silver, and many an odd piece 
of furniture that had been dear to her in the old 
house, but which had been since relegated to the 
attics, as being not worthy to figure in the new 
one. The next day she bought a Japanese screen 
and a few things which, while costing little, 
would yet help her in the execution of the project 
which she had set her mind upon. These pur- 
chases made, there remained twenty pounds in 
her purse. 

She summoned the servants to the dining-room 
and told them that their master would return 
home shortly and would pay their wages. 

On the morning of the second day after her 
sudden decision, a van was brought to the door 
for her few effects, and at five o'clock she had 
turned her back upon the house she had grown 
to loathe. Two days later she was thoroughly 
installed in her new one. 

Here she had succeeded in fitting up a studio, 
which was an imitation, a cheap and pathetic re- 
production, exact in almost every detail, of the 
one in which she had passed the happiest hours 
of her old life in Elm Avenue. 

Each item of furniture occupied precisely the 
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same spot as in the St. John's Wood studio, and 
the whole effect was tasteful, for the work had 
been a labor of love to Dora. The two easels 
were placed side by side in the centre of the room, 
and on Philip's stood the unfinished portrait. 
On one side of the door she had placed an old 
oak chest that she had picked up at a dealer's for 
a small sum, and which resembled closely one 
that Philip owned and prized ; on the other side 
of the door stood the old clock, which she did 
not, however, set going. What did the time of 
day matter to her now ? Clocks go too slowly 
when one is tired of life. Away in a corner she 
hung Philip's old working jacket which she had 
come across in the depths of a chest in one of the 
attics. It would no longer be only in her dreams 
that she would see the St. John's Wood studio, 
for it had sprung into existence again under her 
hands ; and in these surroundings she would be 
able to continue the life that had been interrupted 
by the events already chronicled. She was going 
to try to bring to life again one part of her past. 
She turned to work to help her to forget the 
other. 

She had come here with new hope in her heart, 
to call her talent to her rescue, and to serve Art 
faithfully and ask of it her bread. At the least, 
she felt that here she could, when her time came, 
die without a malediction on her lips. 

Dora gave orders to Hobbs to refuse her door 
generally. Lorimer and Dr. Templeton were the 
only exceptions. She laid the greatest stress on 
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these directions, and Hobbs solemnly promised 
to obey to the letter. 

Without delay she traced herself a prog^mme 
which she resolved to follow out faithfully. She 
would work at her easel three hours every morn- 
ing, would take outdoor exercise every afternoon 
to keep herself refreshed and strong, and the 
evenings should be devoted to reading and 
needlework. 

She had brought with her several excellent 
photographs of Eva, and fully intended to make 
a portrait of the child whom death had robbed 
her of. Her brush would help her to see again 
that sweet flesh of her flesh. " But not yet, not 
just yet," she said. 

As she had to earn a livelihood, and painting 
was to be her means of subsistence, she resolved 
to look about at once for a model. She chose a 
little Italian boy who played a concertina under 
her windows almost every day. The picturesque 
urchin was ready enough to pose for the signora^ 
and beamed with delight at the shilling Dora put 
into his grubby little palm at the conclusion of 
each sitting. 

Dora took her first walk in the neighborhood, 
and Hobbs went with her. They set out without 
any destination in view, but had not been walk- 
ing more than five minutes when they found 
themselves in Elm Avenue. No trace of any emo- 
tion crossed Dora's face, and, instead of turning 
back, as Hobbs was for doing, Dora would insist 
on going as far as Number 50. The house was 
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to let. No one had lived in it since Philip left. 
Dora drew up on the other side of the road in 
front of the house. Hobbs tried to draw her 
away, for she feared that the sight of her old 
home might be too painful for her mistress. 

"No," said Dora, "I am going to show you 
how thoroughly cured and strong I am. ... I am 
going in." 

Hobbs remembered Dr. Templeton's injunc- 
tions never to cross her whims, and so did not 
persist further. 

Dora rang the bell. A woman, evidently a care- 
taker, opened the door. 

" Do you wish to see the house, ma'am ?" 

" Yes, if you please," replied Dora. 

She was invited to " step in," and the woman 
prepared to show her over the premises. 

" The studio is a very fine one, and communi- 
cates with the garden. Your husband is an artist, 
I suppose, ma'am ?" 

"Yes," said Dora. 

" Then you would like to see the studio first, 
perhaps ?" 

As soon as they reached it, Dora asked the 
woman to leave her there alone a little while, under 
pretence that she had measurements to take and 
many details to think out. 

For the first time since the sudden change had 
come over her, which had so astonished her sister, 
Dora was seized with a fit of sadness. Her lips 
trembled, her teeth chattered. Hobbs did not 
take her eyes ofif her mistress, but she did. not 
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venture to speak. Dora opened the door that led 
to the garden, and a sharp cry escaped her. A 
little girl of Eva's age was romping about on the 
lawn. She stood rooted to the ground, and a 
flood of tears gushed from her eyes. 

" Let us go away/' said Hobbs. " You ought 
never to have come in at all. You think yourself 
much stronger than you are." 

" Yes, let us go," said Dora. 

They straightway went home. 

Dora remained pensive all the evening. She 
scarcely opened her lips again that day. The 
book she tried to read fell again and again from 
her hands. When she noticed Hobbs look at her, 
she said, '* I tell you it is nothing. I was wrong 
to go into the house, and I shall not do it again. 
But how was I to know that, when I opened the 
garden door, I should see on the lawn "... 

She broke off, looked once more at Hobbs, and 
could no longer contain herself. Tears choked 
her respiration ; she was stifling. Sobbing like a 
child, she hid her grief in the good woman's bosom. 

"It shall never happen again, Hobbs; don't 
scold me, it is all over." 

Next day she was calm again but weak ; and 
HQbbs, without telling her, sent a telegram to 
Gabrielle to beg her to come to her dear mistress, 
that day if possible. 

Gabrielle lost no time in responding to the call ; 
but she could not discover in Dora any symptoms 
that were at all disquieting. Dora from that day 
avoided Elm Avenue in her walks. 
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She had set bravely to work at her painting ; 
and as the weeks went on she seemed to pick up 
the dropped thread of life, and gradually to attach 
herself to it again. Her health did not suffer in 
the new existence, ancj her courage remained firm. 
At the end of a month she had done the picture 
of the little Italian boy, and sold it for twenty- 
five guineas. 

" Look, Hobbs," she said on returning home ; 
" look what I have earned — twenty-five guineas ! 
Well-earned money that !" 

And, in her delight, she kissed the bank-notes. 
Then finding herself quite naturally on her favor- 
ite topic, she poured into the ears of the devoted 
Hobbs an eloquent harangue upon the wrong use 
of money and the demoralization of the rich. The 
discourse was edifying, and duly impressed the 
only listener ; but Philip, to whom it was really 
addressed, was far off, and did not get the benefit 
of it. 



XVI 

PHILIP RETURNS TO THE FOLD 

The day after General Sabaroff had dined at 
Philip's house, he left London for Paris, and from 
that city he went to St. Petersburg. He made no 
further effort to see Dora. " Perhaps I have been 
deceiving myself after all," he said ; " I shall for- 
get her." The very evening of his arrival in Paris, 
he occupied a box at the Th6fttre des Vari6t6s 
with Mimi Latouche. 

Philip, when the doctor had advised him to 
leave home for a little while, started immediately 
for Paris. Next morning he presented himself at 
the Hotel Meurice, and sent up his card to Sab- 
aroff, for he had learned that the General was 
staying there. Philip was soon shown up to the 
first floor, where the Russian had a sumptuous 
suite of rooms, and was ushered into the salon. 
In a state of feverish agitation, easy to understand, 
he awaited the General. 

He had but two or three minutes to wait. 

" Sir," said Philip, as soon as the two men were 

face to face, " I reached home from Paris a few 

moments after the departure of your Excellency 

from my house. I will not take up much of your 
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time now. I have only a few words to say. I 
am an Englishman, and in my country we do not 
fight duels with men who insult our wives ; we 
set the law on them, or we give them a sound 
thrashing." 

" Kindly explain yourself," said Sabaroff, in a 
tone at once mocking and arrogant, and glancitig 
about for a means of defence. 

"I will explain in two or three words," said 
Philip. 

He drew out of his pocket the envelope which 
contained the tom-up contract that Sabaroff had 
signed in Dora's presence. 

" Here is the paper you signed in my house," 
said he ; "I return it." So saying, he flung the 
torn pieces of paper in the Russian's face, and the 
bits of paper fluttered in all directions. 

" You will answer to me for this affront, sir," 
said Sabaroff. 

" With the greatest pleasure," rejoined Philip. 
" I am not in England now ; I am in France ; and 
you know what I mean by that. I am at your 
service. Here is my address." 

The same evening a duel with pistols was ar- 
ranged by two of the General's aides-de-camp and 
two artist friends of Philip. 

Sabaroff hated Philip, and he promised himself 
to be revenged for Dora's disdain. 

" I will kill him," he said to himself. 

The encounter took place next morning at eight 
o'clock in the Bois de Vincennes. 

Philip lodged a ball in the right shoulder of his 
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adversary. Sabaroff would have killed Philip 
with pleasure. 

At eleven fifty Philip took the train for London, 
and at half-past seven he was back in his rooms 
at the Alexandra Hotel. The duel had been kept 
secret ; there was no mention of it in the news- 
papers. 

A week after Philip's return to London, he was 
told of Dora's sudden recovery and flight to St. 
John's Wood. Dr. Templeton kept him informed 
of everything that was going on. It was arranged 
that Philip and Hobbs should meet once a day, 
and these daily consultations were held without 
the knowledge of Dora, until further orders. 

Philip took Dr. Templeton's advice on every 
point. 

He did not write to Dora. " No," he said to 
himself, '^ all the faults are on my side ; and it is 
for me to repair them, not by speeches and prom- 
ises, but by deeds. I am not ready yet with a plan 
of action ; but I shall find one soon, and I will 
clear myself in Dora's eyes. I have lost my child, 
but I will regain my wife. I will save her for her 
sake and my own. If I fail, life is no longer of 
any use to me. Art could never console me ; 
Dora is more fortunate than I ; she will find in 
painting a forgetfulness of the past. For me, I 
must win back Dora, or everything else is worth- 
less, and I am done for. To work, then, cautious- 
ly ! Everything will depend on the way in which 
I set about it." 

He began reviewing his position. The state of 
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his finances was satisfactory. He still had thirty- 
two thousand pounds, of which twenty-eight thou- 
sand were invested in first-class securities. 

"By Jove, I have only to clear out of that 
infernal house in order to be rich ; nearly fifteen 
hundred pounds a year and my brush ! Why, of 
course, I am rich." And he hurled at himself a 
succession of all the abusive epithets in his vocab- 
ulary. All his late follies arose and passed in 
procession before his mind's eye, and he asked 
himself whether it could really have been he who 
had committed them. At last his plan of action 
was clearly traced, and he prepared to execute it 
in detail, and that without delay. 

The first thing to do was to interview his land- 
lord, or rather the agent of the noble duke who 
owned the district of London in which Philip's 
house stood. He wanted permission to cancel 
his lease. He was prepared for a decided refusal, 
or, at the least, for difficulties without end. He 
was ready to conapensate his Grace by paying 
him a good round sum. The matter was con- 
cluded much more easily and rapidly than he 
had expected or hoped. A rich American, whose 
daughter lived in the house next to Philip's, and 
who had long been wishing to settle close to her, 
was delighted to seize the opportunity, and finally 
took the house as it was, and renewed the lease 
with the landlord. It was a stroke of luck for 
Philip, and he said to himself, " Fortune is decid- 
edly turning a better face to me." 

He knew that 50 Elm Avenue was still unlet, 
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and he went next day to see his former landlord. 
The house was not only to be let, it was for sale. 
The price asked was three thousand pounds. 
Philip had nearly four thousand in bank. He ac- 
cepted without hesitation, and the bargain was 
sealed on the spot. His lawyer attended to the 
details of the purchase. Philip had the place 
painted and papered from top to bottom, he dis- 
posed of some superfluous furniture, and in about 
a month from the time of his decision he was re- 
installed in his old home. The furnishing was 
exactly the same as before, perhaps a trifle richer. 
He had been very careful to introduce no change 
into the studio. The only addition visible was 
the portrait of the little Italian boy that Dora 
had painted, and that he had secured by the help 
of the dealer, who, following Philip's instructions, 
offered her twenty-five guineas for it. 

He engaged fresh servants; not one of the 
former staff was retained. If ever he should be 
granted the happiness of seeing Dora return to 
the nest, he wanted to have there no witnesses 
of the Belgravian scenes to recall her painful 
memories. 

He set to work ardently and full of hope. Every 
day Hobbs came, unknown to Dora, to bring him 
news of her mistress. 

Hobbs had told Dora that No. 50 was let, then 
that it was inhabited, but by Dr. Templeton's 
orders she did not divulge the name of the oc- 
cupant. Dora was sad to hear the news, but she 
merely said, "I am surprised that it has been 
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empty so long ; it is such a pretty, house, so con- 
venient, so]quiet so—" She could go no further, her 
emotion was too strong. Presently, with an ef- 
fort to regain command over herself, she added, 
"May that house be an abode of happiness to 
those who inhabit it !" Hobbs was sorry to have 
spoken, and yet she was burning to say to Dora, 
" Why, it is your husband who lives there, and 
who holds out his arms to you ; go and throw 
yourself into them." But she had promised to 
keep the secret, and she did not break her word. 

Dora did not gain strength so fast as her friends 
had hoped she would. Excitement, will-power, 
and courage had stood in her good stead at the 
start, but she had started too rapidly, and she had 
not the physical strength to carry her far at the 
same pace. She had unfortunately counted a lit- 
tle without herself. In this new existence, mo- 
notonous and almost without aim, there was not 
enough to satisfy her lofty character, her bright 
and energetic nature, which cried out for move- 
ment and an intellectual life. She still boasted 
of enjoying the pleasures of poverty and of pre- 
ferring them to the others, but she was, in these 
days, chiefly brought to face with the dulness and 
the bareness of poverty. Discouragement invaded 
her heart ; she began to feel that she was vege- 
tating and not living. Her courage was forsak- 
ing her. Later might come despair and a desire 
to have done with the world. 
. It was weak health, grief, and solitude that were 
undermining her. Her temper, always«so equable 
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formerly, so gay, was beginning to sour. The 
strangest contradictions manifested themselves in 
her behavior, and that is a disquieting sign in a 
woman with a mind so well balanced as Dora's. 
She had refused her door to every one, and yet she 
complained that people had forsaken her. She 
said she wanted to forget the past, and yet she 
clung to everything that could remind her of it. 

She had promised Hobbs never to go near 50 
Elm Avenue, and for a long time she kept her 
word. But one day she wanted to satisfy her cu- 
riosity, to see what sort of an appearance the 
house had, now that it was reoccupied. She came 
home in a state that distressed her faithful com- 
panion. 

"It seems, Hobbs, as if everything were con- 
spiring to overwhelm me. I have been to see the 
house." 

" What ! after your promise !" 

" Yes, I know it is horrid of me, but I could 
not help it ! Do you believe me when I tell you 
that I felt as if I recognized some of our own 
dining-room furniture through the window. And 
the curtains are exactly the same !" 

" Oh, ma'am, it is just your fancy," said poor 
Hobbs, who feared to hear more. " At all events 
you are cured of going there any more, I hope." 

And there the matter ended. Lorimer had 
several times written to Dora, but, not having re- 
ceived any answers to his letters, he had not yet 
ventured to try and see her. He rather dreaded 
the first meeting. 
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"He too has forgotten me and given me up, 
you see, Hobbs," said Dora. 

" Really, ma'am, you are not reasonable," re- 
plied Hobbs ; " Mr. Lorimer has written several 
times to you. Have you answered his letters?" 

" No, it is true I have not, but what is there 
that I can say to him ? No, Hobbs, I have no 
friends left — only you, my good, brave companion ; 
but it is very wrong of me to make you share my 
sad existence. It is selfish of me. Hobbs, you 
shall not stay much longer. You must leave me 
— not just yet, but soon — " 

The good woman, melted to tears, asked what 
she had done to deserve to be sent away. She 
vowed she was quite happy, and her tears fell in 
great hot drops on Dora's hands, that she kissed 
with avidity. 

" If Mr. Lorimer does not come to see you, why 
don't you write and ask him to come ? He would 
not wait to be asked twice, I know ! He at least 
has always been a real friend, and I am sure is 
devoted to you." 

" That is true," said Dora. 

" And then he is so merry ; it does you good to 
look at him. He carries gayety wherever he goes. 
And he is so kind ! Write to him, and I will 
guarantee that he will rush out here as soon as 
he gets your letter." 

" Yes, Hobbs, you are right, and I will do it to- 
day." 

She immediately took pen and paper and wrote 
to Lorimer. 
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^'Hobbs, you don't happen to know who the 
people are that are living in our old house, I sup- 
pose." 

''No, ma'am/* said Hobbs, rather scared at the 
question. 
« Try to find it out." 
« Oh, why, ma'am ?" 

" It would interest me to know, that is all." 
"Some say it is a hermit, a bearish kind of 
gentleman, who sees no one and never goes out." 
" Ah," said Dora. " Is he a painter ?" 
" I think so, ma'am, but I am not sure." 
" He has had the house done up like new." 
" I have heard that he is going to be married — 
that he has had the house finely decorated for 
his future wife." 
" Ah, and who told you all these details ?" 
" The tradespeople," replied Hobbs, quickly. 
Dora went on writing, and Hobbs, fearing she 
had said too much, determined to turn a deaf 
ear to any questions Dora might put to her in 
future on the subject of 50 Elm Avenue, and its 
new master. 



XVII 

I>ORA*S STUDIO 

We have every reason to suppose that if Lorimer 
had not called on Dora in her new quarters, it 
was because he had not dared to do so. He saw 
Philip often, and so had news of her nearly every 
day. He had feared to be importunate, all the 
more so that Philip had told him how Dora had 
closed her doors to every one, and had shut her- 
self up in complete seclusion. 

It was in the early part of the month of April, 
1898, that Lorimer received from Dora a letter in 
which she said to him, " If you will come, dear 
friend, I shall be so pleased to see you. I am in 
very poor lodgings, but I am sure that will not 
make you pass me by on the other side. Do 
come soon ; I am longing to see a friendly face." 

Lorimer lost no time in responding to her call. 
Hobbs opened the door to him, and beamed to see 
his cheerful face. 

" Oh, sir ! I am glad to see you, sir," said she. 

" Well, my dear Hobbs, and how are things go- 
ing by this time ?" asked Lorimer, in his cheeriest 
tones. 

" You will do mistress such a lot of good, sir ! 
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She has not been at all herself lately. She is veiy 
weak to-day, and has passed a very bad night — 
she is quite changed since the day she saw our 
old house was occupied again, and yet she could 
not have thought that it would remain unlet for 
ever." 

*' She does not know who it is that is living 
there, of course ?" 

" No, no, sir ; but I should dearly love to tell her. 
I believe it would put her into a better humor." 

"Take care that you do not, Hobbs ; she must 
not hear on any account You will know why 
later on. You may be sure that Mr. Grantham 
and I are not idle. We have an idea in our heads, 
and you shall help us by-and-by to put it into 
execution ; so, for the present, not one word, you 
hear?" 

" You can rely upon me, sir." 

" Yes, I am sure of thdt. And now, can I have 
a little talk with Mrs. Grantham ?" 

" Yes, sir, in a minute or two. She will be so 
glad to see you ; you will do her much good! The 
doctor is with her for the moment." 

"What does he say about her?" 

" Nothing — I can't get anything out of him. He 
shakes his head. It's disheartening. And mis- 
tress will not listen to reason ; she tears up all the 
prescriptions, especially lately, for the last week 
or so — it is very sad. I shall go and tell her you 
are here." 

Lorimer, left alone in the studio, looked around 
him, and took in all its details. 
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" Why, It's freezing here !" he said to himself, 
" Heavens ! it's no wonder, thfere is positively no 
fire. Is she so poor as — Oh no, it can't be so 
bad as that What pathos in this room — an ex- 
act reproduction of that lovely one in the other 
house, where we used to have such merry times !- 
Ah, there is the old clock in its place — not going, 
I see. There is Dora's portrait on Philip's easel, 
still lacking the finishing touches. There is Phil- 
ip's jacket, hanging just where it always hung — 
the two easels and stools — everything in place, 
nothing wanting but Philip himself. What treas- 
ures of tenderness are revealed in this poor coun- 
terfeit presentment of the other studio ! How 
happy her life must have been there, that she 
should want to make an exact imitation of the 
room, and so revive the past ! There are people 
who break with their happy bygone times, others 
who cling to them determinedly. A few pounds 
have transformed this miserable studio into a liv- 
ing souvenir that will kill her. And yet, why do 
I say will kill her^ when it is just this living souve- 
nir that keeps her alive — ^that will keep her alive, 
perhaps. Here were two beings who loved each 
other dearly, and between whom a simple suspi- 
cion, a terrible misunderstanding, seems to have 
erected an insurmountable barrier. Philip wanted 
to be rich, poor beggar ! He has not been long 
learning that there is but a step from Plutus to 
Pluto. Most of the old proverbs want re-editing. 
I know one that ought to run : * When wealth 
comes in at the door, love and happiness fly out 
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at the window/ But poor old Philip is cured, 
radically cured, once and forever. He talks non- 
sense still sometimes, but it is the other whom I 
am most anxious about, and who vows that every- 
thing is over. Philip goes in for philosophy, and 
that is a healthy sign. He has decided that his 
wife is better off than he is, because she. has found 
consolation in her painting. He would give his 
whole house for Dora's garret. And the fellow 
tells us these things in a tone of conviction, as if 
he were uttering the wisdom of a Solomon or a 
Socrates. The panegyric of poverty is all bosh ; 
it is an affectation ! When I see a book entitled 
How to Live Comfortably on Two Hundred a Year^ I 
take it for granted that the author is a million- 
aire." 

Dr. Templeton came out of Dora's bedroom 
and surprised Lorimer in the midst of his re- 
flections. He was looking troubled and in a bad 
temper. 

" That woman will exhaust my patience, I know 
she will. She is the most obstinate, the most— 
the most — there, I can't find a word for her." 

" Don't try, doctor, you have explained your- 
self admirably." 

" Yes, I am getting out of patience at last. I 
can do nothing with her. She takes no notice of 
my advice or my prescriptions. If she is bent 
upon dying — why, she must die, I suppose ; she 
does not want a doctor for that." 

" That does not always go without saying," said 
Lorimer, jokingly. 
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" If we cannot get her out of this place, she has 
not another month to live. She must have change 
of air, and change of scene and company, or she 
is done for. She has not a chance — and that 
damned picture !" he vociferated, shaking his fist 
at the easel — " that confounded portrait ! the sight 
of it is killing her by inches. Nothing will induce 
her to part with it — she was bent on bringing 
it here — I tell you I have a very good mind to 
fling it out of the window. Poor woman !" he 
added, calming down, " it distresses me to see her. 
The wound is too deep, we can do nothing to cau- 
terize it." 

" Listen to me, my dear doctor," said Lorimer, 
"between ourselves Dora is carrying this thing 
much too far. I know the story from beginning 
to end. It is absurdly ridiculous ! Philip has, so 
to speak, nothing to ask forgiveness about, unless 
it be for having neglected his wife for an inven- 
tion that absorbed all his thoughts." 

" My dear fellow, when a woman of Mrs. Grant- 
ham's sort loves her husband, she exaggerates 
everjrthing. The slightest inattention becomes to 
her a subject for deep grief, a look of indifference 
causes her horrible suffering. Little things take 
on gigantic proportions. A man should surround 
with the most constant care and affection a woman 
who loves him as our friend here loved her hus- 
band." 

" But, after all, a busy man can't pass all his 
time at the feet of his wife. There is the morning 
paper, you know, and his correspondence, and a 
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thousand other every-day occupations. Give him 
a chance ! Happy the wife who only has an art 
or an invention to be jealous of. Isn't it enoug^h 
for a woman to know that she is loved by the 
substantial proofs of affection that are given 
her?" 

" No," replied the doctor, " for us men it suffices 
to know that we are loved, but with women the 
case is quite different. They love to have it 
told them — ^some of them so much that they 
could hear it from morning to night and night 
to morning, without ever growing weary of the 
tale !" 

*' Mistress is coming in a moment," said Hobbs 
to Lorimer. 

** Look here, Hobbs," said the doctor, " how 
does Mrs. Grantham manage to get a living 
here ? How does she keep you and herself ? It 
is perhaps an indiscreet question, but it is impor- 
tant that we should know just how matters stand." 

" Don't you trouble about that, doctor," replied 
Hobbs. "We pay our way and save money. 
Why, my mistress sold a picture yesterday !" 

" Really ! — and for how much ?" 

" Well, sir, you are getting a little inquisitive. 
For twenty-five pounds, if you must know." 

" Twenty-five pounds !" said the doctor, wink- 
ing at Lorimer. *^ Well, and how much is your 
rent?" 

"Thirty pounds a yean Don't be alarmed 
about us, we don't spend all the money we make." 

<* We make I Oh, I see, you work too." 
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" I should think I did, sir ; I clean the rooms, I 
do the cooking — " 

^*And what about your wages?" 

" My wages — the affection and kindness of my 
dear mistress, and I shall never ask or expect any 
increase. We are all right, doctor, don't make 
your mind uneasy about us. If only I could see 
her grow strong, everything else would be all right." 

** Devoted woman !" said the doctor to Lori- 
mer ; " it does one good to feel that there are hearts 
like that beating in the world ! It isn't such a 
bad place, after all." 

Then, turning to Hobbs and pretending to be 
very angry, he said, " By Jove, I'll go and find the 
landlord, and get him to raise the rent, and turn 
•you both out, if you don't pay it. As for this 
portrait, I'll throw it in the fire or pitch it out of 
the window, do you hear ?" 

He shook hands with Lorimer and went out. 

" What did he say ?" exclaimed the frightened 
Hobbs, when Dr. Templeton was out of hearing. 

" He says he will pitch that picture out of the 
window to beg^n with, and I will help him do it, 
too." 

"No, no; he must not do that," cried Hobbs, 
excitedly. "That picture is the only thing she 
has got left now. 9ee, she is copying it. I have 
caught her kneeling before it and kissing it. 
Sometimes she will sit here in front of it and smile 
so happily — then she will look at the other stool 
beside her, and her eyes fill with tears. She be- 
lieves herself in Elm Avenue. Do you know what 
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she did once ? Oh, it's too ridiculous, I ought not 
to tell you." 

" Go on, Hobbs," said Lorimer, mastering his 
emotion, "tell me all about it, you know how 
much I am interested in everything that concerns 
Mrs. Grantham." 

" Well, she made me sit on master's stool one 
day," said Hobbs, in a low, confidential voice. 
" Oh, no, I can't tell you, you will laugh at it — 
and I could not have you laugh at anything she 
did," added she, with tears in her eyes. 

" Oh, please, Hobbs." 

" Well, then," continued Hobbs, " after makings 
me sit down on the stool she threw the old velvet 
coat on my shoulders — there it is, hanging over 
there — ^to make the illusion more complete. She 
put a palette in my left hand and a brush in my 
right — ^then she burst out laughing, and the next 
minute had thrown herself into my arms sobbings 
like a child. Throw the picture out of the win- 
dow," added Hobbs, shaking her fist at the closed 
door ; " throw it in the fire, indeed ! Let him come 
and try it ! I will obey all the orders he likes to 
give me, but don't let him dare to come near that 
picture. Why, sir, it would kill her. Oh, you 
won't let him do it, you won't, will you ? Prom- 
ise me"^he shall not touch it." 

" No, Hobbs," said Lorimer, profoundly touched. 
" I promise you that nothing shall happen to it ; 
make your mind easy about that." 

And he took the good woman's hands and 
pressed them with warmth, 
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" Thank you, sir ; thank you," said Hobbs, wip- 
ing her eyes. " Oh, I hear mistress moving, I will 
go to her now." 

" Dear devoted creature !" said Lorimer to him- 
self, when Hobbs had gone out. " The doctor is 
right, the world is not so bad. I wonder what all 
this means : The episode of the easel — ^what can 
that signify except that Dora loves Philip still, 
and cannot forget him ? Alas, perhaps it is only 
the Philip of the old days that she tries to keep 
in her memory. Anyhow, it is a good symptom 
— my little idea is growing." 

Hearing steps in the adjoining room, he drew 
from his pocket a small packet which Philip had 
confided to his care. It was the " little family," 
of which the reader made the acquaintance at the 
beginning of this story. Philip had said to him, 
" Carry this letter to Dora and plead for me. If 
she refuses to listen to you and refuses to read 
my letter, give her this little packet, it will inter- 
cede for me." 

Dora came into the studio pale and evidently 
ill, but walking with a tolerably firm step. She 
made a kindly gesture to Hobbs, and closed the 
door of the bedroom. 

"Ah, my dear friend," she said to Lorimer, 
" how good of you to come ! I have not been 
very well lately, but I am better, much better — 
well ! what now ? Why do you look at me like 
that?" 

"Why do I look at you?" 

"Yes." 
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Lorimer had never seen Dora looking more 
beautiful than to-day. Her very pallor added a 
new charm. Her black gown was moulded to 
the lovely lines of her figure, and her hair was 
becomingly dressed. Lorimer had taken both 
her hands in his and was looking at her with 
eyes that expressed a mingling of sympathy, re- 
spect, and admiration. 

"Why do I look at you ?" he repeated. "Well, 
then, because I should like to give you a good 
kiss." 

"Why, then, why don't you?" 

Lorimer kissed her on both cheeks, while still 
holding her hands. 

"I should just like," he said, "to take you 
up in my arms, carry you off and place you in 
Philip's." 

Dora quickly disengaged herself from Lorimer's 
light hold and repressed an angry gesture. She 
offered him a chair and, taking one herself, said, 
" My dear Gerald, never pronounce that name in 
my hearing, and we shall be good friends still, as 
we always have been. Speak to me of yourself. 
Have you a new piece on hand? I hear that 
Majella is still drawing crowded houses." 

Lorimer saw that he had gone a little too fast 
at the start. He resolved to be more cautious. 
A better opening might occur presently, perhaps. 

" No," he said, " it is of you we will talk ! You 

are not looking well. Work, solitude, all that sort 

of thing is no good for you in your present state. 

Come, Dora, I am an old friend of your child* 
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hood, let us talk freely, you and I. You must 
leave London for the country, you want fresh air. 
It is the opinion of Dr. Templeton, and it is mine 
too." 

" I am very happy here, I have all that I want ; 
don't be afraid — I have plenty of occupation — I 
work — I try to forget." 

"Ah, yes; you try to forget by surrounding 
yourself with everything that can help you to re^ 
member. It is a strange manner of setting about 
it. I have come here to fetch you, to beg you to 
come to my sister's in the country. I will take 
you there. Come and breathe the pure air in the 
fields, come and see the apple-trees in blossom — 
it will put new joy into your heart." 

" Oh, it would be quite impossible now — ^later 
on, perhaps — I do not say no." 

Th« conversation did not take the turn that 
Lorimer wished. 

" Listen," said he, in the tone of a man who has 
taken a sudden resolution, " I want to speak to 
you upon a rather delicate subject, but you must 
not stop me. You have just forbidden me to men- 
tion the name of your husband before you. Very 
well, I will not mention his name, but I am going 
to make you acquainted with certain facts which 
you ought no longer to be ignorant of. I do not 
come here to plead in his favor, and yet, as even 
the blackest criminal is not executed without a 
chance of defending himself, I really do not see 
what there would be outrageous, even in that. 
Will you listen a few moments?" 
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"Why, that is all — ah, no, I was forgetting. 
Philip begged me to hand you this letter — and 
this packet." 

Dora went pale ; she put the packet aside, and 
was going to tear up the letter when Lorimer in- 
terrupted — 

" What are you going to do ? " said he. 

"Tear up this letter?" 

" You will do nothing of the kind : that letter is 
from Philip, from your husband." 

" My dear Gerald, my husband no longer exists 
for me." 

"Dora," rejoined Lorimer, "you are cruel. 
Your husband loves you, and is overwhelmed 
with sorrow." 

" My husband never loved me. I thought he 
loved his art and his wife, he only loved his in- 
vention and his money." 

" Philip has never ceased to love you. He may 
have lost his head for a little while, when fortune 
visited him almost without knocking at the door. 
The other day the faults were on his side, now 
they are more on yours. You are unjust, cruel 
to him, cruel to yourself. Your obstinacy, my 
dear Dora, bids fair to put an end to the pair of 
you. Yes, that is the point things have come to. 
Now, do you hear what I say? His despair and 
repentance ought to touch you ; what he did in 
Paris the other day ought to satisfy you. He 
lives only in the hope of your forgiveness, in the 
hope of your return." 

" Philip did not hesitate to thrust me into the 
207 



WOMAN AND ARTIST 

arms of a libertine. If I had yielded to that 
man's hateful desires, Philip would probably 
never have destroyed the contract." 

"Hold your tongue, Dora," cried Lorimer, 
"you are uttering blasphemies. You have al- 
lowed a silly idea, an absurd suspicion to gain an 
entrance into your head, and, like a grain of sand 
in the eye, it has carried on its irritating work till 
it has blotted out your vision, and you can see 
nothing except this molecule that seems to have 
turned into a mountain. Take care, Dora, or 
your mountain will crush you as well as blind 
you. Do you know that by obstinately refusing 
to listen to reason, a woman cuts herself of! from 
friendly sympathy. People cease to take an in- 
terest in her woes. If you wish to alienate the 
sympathy of your most devoted friends, you are 
going the right way to work." 

" I do not need any one's sympathy," replied 
Dora, proudly ; "and I do not ask for it." 

" Once more, Dora, listen to me. Philip may 
have neglected you, in order to throw himself 
body and soul into that invention which absorbed 
him night and day. But, remember, such a piece 
of work as that is a very exacting, inexorable 
mistress. You felt his indifference keenly, and it 
wounded you — ^the rest exists in your imagination 
alone. Now the mistress is discarded, cast oat 
completely, let the artist return again to his 
easel at your side." 

" Never, oh, never !" cried Dora. " Ah, my dear 
Gerald, if you only knew how I loved that man !" 
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" And how you still love him," ventured Lorimer. 

Dora rose suddenly, the thrust had not mis- 
carried. 

" I am sorry if it hurts you, but it is the truth," 
added Lorimer, with a significant smile. 

" What do you mean ?" demanded Dora, who 
thought Lorimer's remark somewhat out of place, 
and a little over-familiar. 

"Come, now, sit down here in front of me, 
your friend. You know I am a bit of a student 
of human nature; it is my stock-in-trade. My 
dear Dora, do not attempt to throw dust in your 
own eyes — ^you love Philip still ; everything in 
this room testifies aloud to the feeling that you 
cannot stifle. Oh, do not start, do not deny it. If 
I am not right, what is the meaning of all this that 
I see around us ?" 

" In these surroundings I can evoke the Philip 
of the past, and that helps me to forget the Philip 
of the present." 

" He is one and the same. He was changed for 
a few months, but to-day he is what he used to 
be, and what he will be always — the artist who 
loves you and longs for you. Dora, what have 
you to say in reply ?" 

" My head bums so, dear friend, spare me now. 
We will talk again — ^but by-and-by." 

A knock was heard at the door. " Oh, would 
you mind seeing who that is ; I am not expecting 
any one," said Dora. 

Dora threw an anxious look towards the door. 

Lorimer went and opened it. 
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The visitor was no other than our old friend. 
Sir Benjamin Pond, city alderman and patron of 
arts in his spare moments. 

He evidently expected to find himself in a hall 
or anteroom, instead of straightway standing in a 
studio in the presence of Dora and Lorimer. He 
was seized with a little fit of timidity, which he 
had difficulty in mastering, and which made him 
awkward in the extreme. 

He removed his hat, and stood turning it in his 
hands. Regaining his equilibrium, after a mo- 
ment, he advanced respectfully towards Dora, 
without venturing, however, to hold out his hand. 

" My dear Mrs. Grantham — ^Mr. Lorimer, how 
do you do ?" 

Dora and Lorimer bowed distantly without 
speaking, and seemed to wait for him to explain 
the object of his visit. The worthy man wished 
himself under the floor. 

" I came," he said, stammering — " I came — ^that 
is to say, it's just this, I only heard yesterday of 
your removal here, quite by accident, and I also 
heard that you had with you the picture that I so 
much wanted to purchase last year. Ah, there it 
is, I see! You observe I have not lost all hope of 
possessing it, that picture which — " 

Dora and Lorimer looked at Sir Benjamin with- 
out uttering a word, and the poor man grew more 
and more embarrassed. 

" Well," he went on, " I have come to beg you 
to sell it to me. That is why I came early — ^to be 
sure to find you in. I do not, my dear madam, wish 
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to profit by the regrettable circumstances in which 
you find yourself placed, to offer you a low price, 
or to bargain for the picture, believe me. No, no; 
I have too much respect for you — ^too much ad- 
miration for the painter. I wish to behave hon- 
orably over the matter, and deal generously, as a 
gentleman should." 

He would have given hundreds of pounds to be 
leagues away from this studio that he had pushed 
his way into. 

"I will willingly give you," added he, "five 
hundred pounds for the picture. What do you 
say to the offer ?" 

Dora and Lorimer did not open their lips. 
Their eyes never quitted those of the alderman. 
Lorimer moved back a little to a more retired 
post of observation ; the scene began to interest 
him keenly. To Dora five hundred pounds was 
a small fortune. Would she sell the canvas ? By 
withdrawing a little, he placed her more at her 
ease, left her free to decide according to the dic- 
tates of her heart, while, as I said before, he him- 
self obtained a better view of the little comedy 
that was being enacted before him. 

" Yes," said Sir Benjamin again, " five hundred 
pounds down. I am ready to draw you* a check 
this minute." 

" This picture is not for sale. Sir Benjamin," 
said Dora, frigidly, " neither for five hundred nor 
for five thousand, nor for any other sum that it 
may please you to offer." 

Lorimer would have loved to cry Bravo ! " She 
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does love him then still — ^we shall save her," he 
said to himself. 

" You see, my dear Sir Benjamin," said he, " the 
offer is useless. I suppose you still have the spare 
36 by so to fill up, eh ?" 

"Ah, ah," laughed the alderman ; "yes, that is 
to say, no, it is a new vacancy on my walls. Every 
one has his fads here on earth, has he not ? The 
Queen gives shawls to her friends when they 
marry, I give pictures to mine. It gives me occa- 
sion to purchase new pictures. Well, madam," he 
added, turning to Dora, "I admire you — I will 
beg you to excuse me. I thought that per- 
haps, you might have been very glad to. • . I 
wanted very much," he went on, retiring ner- 
vous and awkward towards the door, "to have 
that picture, but I wished also to do you a good 
turn — to render you a friendly service which 
could not hurt your susceptibilities . . . After all, 
artists try to sell their pictures, don't they ? . . . 
And I should have thought that such an offer at 
such a time — " 

The unfortunate man floundered more and 
more. 

" Well, excuse me," said he, " I will wish you 
good morning." 

His back was now against the door. The next 
second he was in the street again. The poor fel- 
low mopped the perspiration from his brow. 

" The woman is mad — she is a prig !" he said to 
himself, as he hailed a passing hansom and set out 
for the city, where he was more in his element. 
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Dora was choking with anger. Lorimer rubbed 
his hands with joy. 

" Not even a front door of my own to protect 
me against the importunities of such a fool as 
that. Oh, the sympathy of such a man ! The 
drop that overbrims the vase ! The kick of the 
jackass ! And you can stand there and laugh." 

" Ah, my dear Dora, what good you have done 
me !" exclaimed Lorimer, who could not contain 
his delight. " You were quite right — not for five 
hundred, nor for five thousand, nor for a million. 
That picture is a treasure no gold could pay f or— 
never let it go— Philip will finish it. Oh, how 
happy you have made me ! You love him still ! 
You know you do," he cried. 

" You know nothing about it," said Dora, and, 
taking the little packet that Lorimer had brought 
her from her husband, she went towards her bed- 
room. 

"I am tiring you," said Lorimer. "I ought 
not to have stayed so long, but it seemed to me I 
had so many things to say to you — and I have 
not got through half of them. Look here, I have 
a little business in the neighborhood, my time is 
my own, may I come at four o'clock to ask you 
for a cup of tea ?" 

" Why, of course," said Dora. " How nice of 
you ! Oh, it is good to see a friend who is always 
the same." 

Lorimer took her outstretched hand and re- 
spectfully lifted her fingers to his lips. Then he 
went out. He could have danced for very joy. 
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The scene he had just witnessed confirmed him 
in his belief that there was yet hope for Philip. 

He had a plan evolved out of his dramatic au- 
thor's brain, a little coup de thidtre^ which he 
thought had every chance of turning out a suc- 
cess. He had already talked of it to Philip and 
Dr. Templeton, and both of them had pronounced 
it an excellent idea. Hobbs also was in the secret. 
Lorimer judged the time ripe for the execution of 
this plan. On leaving Dora he jumped into a cab, 
and went to warn the other conspirators to hold 
themselves in readiness. The doctor was to make 
his appearance at Dora's about five o'clock, to see 
how she was doing. Philip was to wait in the 
street in readiness for a signal, which should bid 
him to the scene of action in due time. When 
everything was decided, and the details well ar- 
ranged, Lorimer took Philip to his club, where 
they passed an hour or two in talk before return- 
ing to St. John's Wood to proceed to action. 



xviir 

lorimer's plot 

When Dora was alone, she took Philip's letter 
and put it by without opening ; then she softly 
began to untie the small packet. She could not 
repress her emotion at the sight of these little 
flowers, that brought back the memory of the 
happiest days of her life. It was like a breath of 
Elm Avenue, stealing into her attic. 

" Our little family," she said. " Poor little flow- 
ers, you were happy when Philip plucked you, 
happy even as I in those days was happy ! And 
to-day you are faded, limp, and lifeless, even as 
my poor heart. Oh, cursed be life, I cannot weep 
even at sight of you . . . You, at least, have no 
memory to torture you. What would I not give 
to obliterate my own !" 

When Hobbs came in to set the table, she 
found Dora lying drowsily back in her arm-chair, 
holding in her hands the flowers whose history 
the good woman knew well. She did not like to 
disturb her mistress, and retired discreetly into 
the bedroom to wait patiently until Dora should 
wake. But Dora did not stir, and the beefsteak 
would certainly be spoiled. Hobbs returned, 
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and softly and deftly set about her prepara- 
tions. 

Dora opened her eyes, and was annoyed to see 
Hobbs smiling at sight of the flowers she still 
held in her hands. It seemed as if the servant 
had surprised a dear secret, and was reading in 
her mistress's heart something that she herself 
could scarcely decipher yet. 

" The pansies come back ! . . . Then it must be 
master who has sent them/' said Hobbs. 

"Yes," replied Dora, "yes, it is he; they no 
longer mean anything to him, so he sent them to 
me. He gets rid of them." 

" And shall I tell you what I think ? I think 
that these flowers mean a great deal to him still, 
and if he has sent them here, it is that they may 
say to you, * In the name of the happy past that 
these flowers will remind you of, come back to 
me. I love you and I wait for you.' That's what 
I think." 

Dora did not encourage Hobbs to continue. 
She rose and went to the table ; but she had no 
appetite, and scarcely touched the succulent food 
that Hobbs had prepared for her. 

"I expect Mr. Lorimer at four o'clock," said 
Dora ; " he is coming to have tea with me. Mean- 
while, I am going to read. I want to be alone 
here for awhile, Hobbs." 

When the lunch had been taken away, Dora re- 
mained in the studio, and installed herself in an 
arm-chair with a book in her hand, but she did 
not read. The thoughts chased one another 
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through her brain. Doubt and incertitude pur- 
sued her and disturbed her inmost soul, but al- 
though she could not exactly explain to herself 
what was passing within her, she felt that this 
doubt and incertitude were no longer of Philip's 
innocence, but of his culpability. The fact is, she 
was waiting eagerly for Lorimer's return, not only 
because his breezy company acted as a tonic to 
her nerves and seemed to bring forth fresh 
strength, but because she was dying to learn 
more details about Philip's doings. 

She did not say it to herself in so many words, 
but something within her cried out : " You are 
unjust, your obstinacy blinds you ; lend an fear to 
all that can throw light on this matter ; do not 
refuse any longer to learn the facts." 

Lorimer was punctual to the minute. As the 
clock struck four, he walked into the studio. He 
found Dora in the same dress which she had worn 
in the morning, but he noticed that her hair was 
differently arranged, and that her very simple 
mourning robes yet possessed an air of elegance. 
In her whole appearance there was something 
which revealed a woman who had retained a 
consciousness of her beauty. 

Lorimer seemed in gayer mood than ever. Dora 
noticed it at once, and the good spirits of her old 
friend insensibly roused a response in her. 

Hobbs brought in the tea, and Dora poured out 
two cups. 

Lorimer took a piece of cake, drank his cup of 
tea, and asked for a second. He helped himself 
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to another slice of cake, and drank his second cup 
of tea with evident relish. 

" Another cup ?" said Dora. 

" With pleasure ; your tea is delicious, and tea 
to me is a life-saving liquid, a sovereign remedy 
for numberless ills. No washerwoman sips her 
bohea with greater gusto. It is tea that revives 
me after fatigue ; tea that stimulates me when I 
am at work ; tea that cheers me in desponding 
moments. Long live tea !" 

" You must not overdo your devotion," said Dora. 

" Oh, my dear friend," rejoined Lorimer, " you 
must not overdo anything, if it comes to that— 
you allow a cigarette ?" 

" I allow two ; have you a light ?" 

" Yes, thank you." 

Lorimer lit a cigarette, inhaled the fragrant 
smoke, and sent it soaring in blue spirals to the 
ceiling. 

" We were speaking of abusing things just now 
— ^well, as a matter of fact, it is our most salient 
national trait. I pass most of my time in preach- 
ing upon this text. The word moderation scarcely 
exists for us. The apostles of temperance, for in- 
stance, exhort to total abstinence, instead of moder- 
ation. The word temperance cannot by any stretch 
of its meaning imply total abstinence, the essence 
of its significance is moderation. When one speaks 
of a country as enjoying a temperate climate, that 
does not mean that the country has no climate at 
all, it means that it has a moderate climate, and 
is not very hot or very cold." 
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Dora began to wonder whether Lorimer was 
going to philosophize long, or whether the con- 
versation would soon turn upon Philip again. 

"It is in the Anglo-Saxon blood," continued 
Lorimer. " We fling ourselves heart and soul into 
our enterprises, even to the danger of our well- 
being and our happiness ; we do not know how 
to steer the middle course. For instance, now, 
take Philip's case. It is just that. There you 
have a striking example of my theory. A French- 
man, who had invented his shell, would probably 
have gone on painting pictures. The Frenchman, 
who has made a fortune, eases ofif steam, and 
takes things easily. The Anglo-Saxon, who has 
made a fortune, wants to straightway make an- 
other. Philip is English ; he can't help it. . . I 
call that the complete absorption of the indi- 
vidual ; and, after all, this very defect in our 
national character has been a source of glory, for 
it has helped us to do great deeds and conquer 
half the earth." 

"Granted," said Dora; "but it is not your 
theory upon what you are pleased to call the com- 
plete absorption of a man, which will explain how 
that man can forget all his obligations to his wife." 

Lorimer smiled as he realized that Dora con- 
tinued to think of Philip. 

" Oh, but it does, at least up to a certain point. 
First of all, what do you mean by all his obliga- 
tions towards his wife ? If to neglect her is to 
fail in all his duty towards her, my theory explains 
the phenomenon perfectly." 
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" Come, come, my dear friend, do you entertain, 
for instance, that a husband who loves his wife, 
or even only respects her, forces her to receive 
the visits of a man whom he knows to have been 
in love with her before her marriage, and who has 
earned for himself a well-merited reputation as a 
libertine ? Is that kind of thing a natural conse- 
quence of the complete absorption ?" 

" We are getting on now," thought Lorimer. 

'^ Does he invite that man to his house to dine, 
and then miss a train, so that they maybe thrown 
together en tHe-^-tite for a whole evening? Is 
that your absorption, too ? Ah, don't talk to me, 
my dear Gerald, there are circumstances which 
awake the most absorbed man on earth." 

Lorimer remained dumb, and looked at Dora 
in the strangest manner, as if seeking to know 
whether he had heard aright. He threw his 
cigarette on the tray and drew nearer to her. He 
hardly knew whether to pity her or to reproach 
her bitterly. 

" What," said he, " you do not know what hap- 
pened to Philip at the moment that he was about to 
leave the Paris hotel to return to London in time 
to dine with Sabarofif ? He never explained all 
that to you? Why, he told me that he had 
written you a long explanation of it all." 

"It is quite true that he has written to me sev- 
eral times since that dreadful day, but I have torn 
up, unread, every letter he has sent me since I left 
that hated house." 

" Well," said Lorimer, with an air of mixed pity 
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and amazement, "upon my word, you can do 
clever things when you set about it ! If you had 
read his letters, you would have learned the whole 
truth." 

"Tell me yourself, tell me everything," said 
Dora, breathlessly. 

" Listen, then, while I show you how unfounded 
was your crowning suspicion of him. Philip's 
business in Paris being finished, he had break- 
fasted early, and was descending the staircase on 
his way to his cab, when, as he reached the first- 
floor landing, a door opened, and a gentleman 
came out. Judge of his feelings at finding him- 
self face to face with his father ! One glance 
served to show Philip that a great change had 
come over him. From a hale, haughty, self- 
reliant man of sixty, he had turned into a pitiable 
invalid, and looked prematurely old and feeble. 
A broken cry, * my son !' arrested Philip's steps. 
Struck with pity at the sight of the change of his 
father, he allowed himself to be led through the 
still open door, and there ensued a moving scene 
in which the elder man humbled himself before 
the younger and implored his forgiveness. The 
minutes fled by meanwhile, and when Philip, un- 
nerved and shaken, reached the station, it was 
only to find that the train had left two minutes 
before. The rest you know." 

" Oh, my poor brain is on fire," murmured 
Dora. 

"Dora, you have misjudged Philip. He made 
you rich, thinking to add to your happiness — 
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that is the only harm he ever did you. Ah, say 
that you forgive him, and will go back to him— 
he is waiting for you." 

" No, no, never in that house." 

" No," said Lorimer softly, '* not in that house, 
but the old studio in Elm Avenue." 

"Where? What did you say?" exclaimed 
Dora. 

" Philip has left the house you hate so, because 
of its cruel souvenirs. He has gone back to St. 
John's Wood, where you spent' the first six years 
of your married life, and, in order never to be 
turned out of that house, he has bought it." 

" But the house is inhabited," said Dora. 

"I know it." 

"Why, then— it must be Philip—" 

" Who occupies it," said Lorimer, " he is only 
waiting for your presence, dear Dora, before be- i 
ginning to work again. He will devote the rest 
of his life to painting in the old studio. It is his 
irrevocable resolution." 

A ray of ineffable joy spread over Dora's face ; 
but the shock had been too violent and too sud- 
den. She was not strong enough to bear such 
emotion as the news had caused her. Repeating 
over Lorimer's phrase, " It is he who occupies the 
house ! Oh, my dear old studio !" she fell faint- 
ing into his arms, and he called Hobbs to come 
quickly to her mistress's aid. After a few mo- 
ments her eyes opened, she smiled at Lorimer, 
and he took her hands and kissed them. 

It was five o'clock. Dr. Templeton arrived, and 
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had Dora led to her bedroom, with a recommen- 
dation to rest quietly on the bed awhile. 

" It is only a little weakness," said he ; " her 
pulse is almost normal. This sort of thing is oft- 
en caused by sudden emotion. It will soon be 
over, but I will stay near her for the present." 

" My plan is working well," said Lorimer ; " I 
will give the signal to Philip. Be careful that 
she does not enter this room until everything is 
ready." 

The doctor nodded assent, as he opened Dora's 
door and disappeared inside. 

Philip came up-stairs, trembling like a culprit. 
When he looked around and took in the details 
of the poor studio, which was such a faithful copy 
of another dear to both, he could not restrain his 
emotion. All that Dora had kept back from his 
Knowledge this pathetic room revealed to him. 
He had difficulty in keeping back his tears. 

" Dora is there," whispered Lorimer, pointing 
to the room. 

"Ah, she is there!" 

He stepped softly over on tiptoe. Through the 
door of this room, the heart of Philip sent a mes- 
sage to Dora : " If a man's devotion can revive a 
woman's long-lost smile, and redeem the wrong 
that he has thoughtlessly inflicted, you shall live 
joyously once more, cherished and adored. The 
remainder of my life shall be consecrated to your 
happiness." 

Dr. Templeton came into the studio, and an- 
nounced that Dora was sleeping. 
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" To tell you the truth," said he to Lorimer, 
"your plan frightened me somewhat at first I 
was afraid that the shock might be a little too 
much for our fragile patient. She is far from 
strong; she has been overtaxing her strength, and 
the emotions of this day, followed up by such a 
scene as you have planned, would, I feared, be a 
heavy strain to subject her to. However, I have 
just carefully sounded her heart, and, thank Heav- 
en ! I feel relieved. It is beating regularly enough 
now, and I think we can, in all security, try the 
little manoeuvre you suggest. It is a trifle melo- 
dramatic perhaps, but an excellent idea for all 
that." 

" Well, then, to work at once," said Lorimer. 
" Let us proceed to make this room a still more 
faithful copy of the St. John's Wood studio than 
Dora has done, by adding to it the artist him- 
self." 

Philip, docile as a child in the hands of these 
two friends, lent himself to the scheme, and did 
exactly as he was bid. He began by taking off 
his coat and donning his working-jacket, then, 
palette and brush in hand, he seated himself on 
the stool in front of the easel that bore the por- 
trait of Dora. 

" Perfect," said Lorimer, who surveyed every de- 
tail, as if he had been superintending a rehearsal 
of one of his plays. " If I am successful to-day, 
this scene will be my chef-d^osuvre. 

Dr. Templeton went to Dora's room and found 
her sleeping soundly. 
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" She sleeps still," he said, as he rejoined the 
others ; " do not let us disturb her. When she 
wakens Hobbs is going to let me know, and I 
will go in and fetch her." 

They remained talking together in hushed tones 
for about twenty minutes. Hobbs opened the 
door, and made a sign to signify that the patient 
was awake. 

Immediately Dr. Templeton rose and went to 
the bedroom, while Lorimer lowered the blinds 
and darkened the studio, so that nothing could be 
clearly distinguished. Philip again took up his 
position at the easel. 

" As soon as ever the room gets lighter, work 
away at the picture, so as to give the impression 
that you are finishing it, and take no notice of 
anything else around you. . . Hush, I think I hear 
her coming !" 

Sounds were heard coming from Dora's room. 

The door was opened slowly. 

" Now, then, attention !" whispered Lorimer, 
** and quite steady, please, as the photographers 
say." 

The doctor led in Dora, followed by Hobbs. 

" How dark it is !" said Dora. " Have I slept a 
long while ? Mr. Lorimer is gone, I suppose." 

Lorimer was watching from behind a screen 
the working out of his stratagem. 

" Dear Mrs. Grantham," said Dr. Templeton, " I 

am going to make a particular request of you. I 

want to try an experiment. Just to please me, 

would you mind taking this palette and these 
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brushes, and seating yourself in front of that 
easel ?" 

The reader remembers that Dora had placed 
side by side, in her poor room, the two easels that 
had so stood in Philip's situdio. 

"It is not exactly a favor I ask, it is a pre- 
scription that I have great faith in for you, 
and that may have great results — I beg of 
you !'* 

"Why, of course, with pleasure," said Dora, 
allowing herself to be drawn towards the second 
easel. 

" Now, mix your colors and prepare to do some 
painting." 

" But what shall I mix ?" demanded Dora ; " I 
am only too willing to obey." 

"Oh, never mind what — I am making a little 
experiment with you — that is all ; I will tell you 
later on more about it— come, you can't refuse 
me." 

" But, my dear doctor, the room is too dark ; I 
cannot see. Is it evening already ?" 

"You are right. I will give you some more 
light." 

Little by little, the doctor raised the blind. 
Philip did not stir. Faithful to his instructions, 
as soon as the light was let in, he began assidu- 
ously using his brush. 

Dora, languid and ignoring all that was taking 

place around her, was mechanically mixing her 

colors, while waiting for Dr. Templeton to tell 

her that he had finished his experiment, and that 
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she might rise from her seat. The room was now 
quite light. 

"Well, doctor," said she, "is it over?" She 
turned round, and saw Philip at work on the por- 
trait, and absorbed in his occupation, as he had 
been in the dear old days gone by. Palette and 
pencils fell from her hands. She gazed silent 
and breathless. She took her head in both hands, 
as if to assure herself that she was awake and not 
dreaming. 

Philip turned with an imploring look in his 
eyes. Then, laying down his brush and palette, 
he rose slowly and stood with open arms. 

Dora uttered one cry, " Philip !" and, sobbing 
with joy, she buried her face in her husband's 
breast. 

" Dora, my Dora !" repeated Philip, caressing 
the beautiful head that lay once more in his em- 
brace. 

They remained for several minutes, oblivious of 
everything around, united in a new-found exquisite 
bliss. 

Hobbs ran to hide her own tears and emotions 
in the bedroom of her beloved mistress. 

"Well, my dear doctor," said Lorimer, "we 
have had an afternoon's work, but it has been 
successful, eh ?" 

"Yes," replied Dr. Templeton, "she is saved." 

"And now I am going to wind up the old clock 
and set it going once more," said Lorimer. 

This done, the two men softly stole out of the 
studio. 
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And the old clock, with its good round, cheery- 
face, seemed to smile at Philip and Dora, while its 
tick-tack said, as plainly as could be, '' Here are 
the good days come again, and I will count their 
hours for you." 



THE END 
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